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PREFACE D£ L'EDITEUR. 



Les Poesies que nous publions sont 
d'ime femme, et d'uDe femme qui, sans 
nous, n'aurait pas songe it mettre au jour 
les vers qu'on va lire. Madame Carey n'a 
point dans son pays la position retentis- 
sante que son talent pourrait lui donner, 
sielle la lui deniandait; mais elle ne lui 
demande que le plaisir de Temotion qu'il 
lui donne, et c'est plus intime que la 
gloire, et plus chaste aussi. 

Nous I'avons partage ce plaisir, parce 
que nous Tavons connue, parce que le 
hasard, qui met des fleurs au bord dn 
cherain, a jete dans le n6tre cette poesie 
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Ti PRJ&FACE. 

douce, eiuue el d*une si vibraute cordia- 
lite. Si Cordelia veut dire cordialite dans 
le mystere de ses racines, Madame Carey 
est une Cordelia en poesie. On disait au- 
trefois c Mon beau Coeur > aux femmes 
qu'on aimait, et ce mot qui fait belle la 
bonte, qui pourrait pourtant si bien se 
passer d'etre belle, on pourrait le dire de 
notre Poele. C'esi un beau coeur dans une 
belle voix. 

Accord charmant, union touchante que 
nous avons voulu fixer! Madame Carey, 
voyageuse comme toutes ses compalriotes, 
a sejourne en Normandie et nous a iaisse 
les souvenirs de sa Muse errante. Nous 
les avons recueillis comme les plumes du 
plus pur cygne de « I'ile des Cygnes, » et 
auxquelles ni la traversee de la mer, ni 
la traversee de la vie, n'ont h\ss6 de 
lache ou d'amertume! 
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PRitFACE. \ii 

£t uous les avons recueillies avec un 
soin d*auiant plus pieux» que Toiseau 
voyageur qui les a laissees derriire lui 
comme un souvenir deson passage, s'etait 
abattu sur deux tombes qui nous sont sa- 
crees» et les a saluees de son chant qui 
aura prevenu la voix de la gloirc ' ! 

G. S. TREBUTIEN. 



Bibliolh^ue dc Caen, 
I5fevrier4858. 



1 Voir, ^ la fin du Rccueil, les trois pieces consacr^es 
2i la m^moire d« Maurice>t d'Eug^aie de Gu^rin. 
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TO 

G. S. TREBUTIEN. 

Mt dear Sir, 

How sbaU 1 sofiBeiently thaok the kind aod 
courteons partiality, that would fain submit to 
thelawsofharmooy the unmusical notes and 
echoes which the tuneful harp of Franco has 
awakened within me? Poor and frail Tariations 
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X DEDICATION. 

as they are, they are all Strang to the tuoe of 
airs of matchless melody! You have indeed 
opened to me a new fonntaio of pleasure, 
situated (like your own Napoleon's on the sum- 
mit of the lofty Jura] high above the common 
paihs of this wayfary world.— One regret min- 
gles with my pleasure, that these choice exotics 
were not, like the wild flowers of my own fields, 
the treasured compauions of my childhood ! 
Thank you again, and again in prose and in 
poetry, for the kind zeal with which you have 



Wandered thro' ttie forests 
And called the blossoms fair. 

Noting each tbnid ffeweret. 
With fond parental care ! 

Binding (hem in a chaplet 
To twine o'er monory's brow, 

To bang in graceful garlands 
Around her neck oT snow! 
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DEDICATION. XI 

TrimouBg a lanp to light me. 

As 1 tro4 tke mist; ^Mt, 
Which a bright nivinined radiance 

O'er bye gone ages cast I 

Bidding ne to a badqaet 

Where 1 met the mighty dead. 
And coamimed with the spirits 

Vmm ewfhty regions fled I 

Wilh every sentimeot of gratitude and admi- 
ratioB to you, 

My dear Sir, the *• Friend of Poets, " 

Believe me ** for ever" and aye, 

Very truly yours, 

H. M. CAREY. 



A U Butte, 

Btois. 

September Utb, 18(7. 
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Bratl) in €x(e. 



*' BUe a T4ca, Myrto, 1« jeaot Tarenttoc. *' 
AMDflfi CMliNlKK. 



Ill the midst of the star-bespangled uight 

Of the moon iUamioed scene, 
There swept thro' my soul like a mournful gale, 

The thMght of the Tarenliuc ! 

Of the young Tarentine with her wealth of love 
In her fresh and morning hour, 

Ail gemmed with afiection^s purest drops, 
Like some dew bespriq^icd flower \ ^ 

Her heart with its hopes of future years, 
All filled to the chalice brim. 
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2 DEATH IN LIFff. 

Her lips that ID parted ecstasy 
Warbled her matin hymn ! 

What were the thoughts of the Tarentioe 
*As she stood on the vessel's prow, 

Wrapt in the musings maidens love, 
With the flush upon her brow ? 

Were the scenes of the past retraced again 
When she lightly wove the dance. 

And her eye for the first time sank before 
A lover's earnest glance? 

And the thrill that woke when the words of love 

First fell on her virgin ear? 
When first the magic tone she heard 

Listening half hope, half fear ! 

And far away lo those bye gone days 

Did she fly with spirit free ? 
And many a bead told the Tarentine 

Of memory's Rosary ? 

Did she gaze in her dreaming ecstasy 
Where the coasts of the future lay^ 
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BIATH 111 Lm. S 

The fairer for the softening hase 
That Teils the distant way 1 

Did she mme on a woman's life of loff , 

Till her duties and her cares. 
Shone in the roseate hne of bliss 

Imagination wears ! 

Did the whole wide world seem a Joyoos scene 

Before her dazzled eyes. 
Of days of bliss and blessed hoars 

And bright nnclonded skies ! 

Did she think of love as some Diiry quest 
Who knew.not the tones of woe, 

Who bore a charmed life untouched 
By one spot of age's snow? 

Did she dream, down the waves of life's bread 
stream 

Her bark would float along, 
lu sails unstained with the tempest's might, 

lu crew the blithe and young? 
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4 htkrn m uPk. 

She knew not Uiat the eye miut (HI 

With many « bitter leer. 
The gladliest heart and spirit sink 

I» many an amiouA fear 1 

That joyous tones must cease for aye 
That mingled once with onr's ; 

And footsteps light must pass away 
That trod oar festive bowers ! 

That wt mutt wake firom hope-lit dreams 

To journey calmly on : 
Faded away yoath*s fairy scenes 

Her brilliant fancies gone ! 

She knew not this, the Tarentine! — 
Eer heart was brimming o'er, 

With joyous hope, expecuncy,. 
Bliss wilh no blighted core ! 

'Twas a glorious fate, young Tarentine, 

On thy untarnished joy 
There fell no touch of i*)w decay, 

No drop 01^ earth*8 alloy. 
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DEATH IN hUM. t 

Rich with the wealth of happiness 

YoQDg Myrto sank to rest. 
No springtide bod was withered yet, 

Unsoiled her bridal Test. 

She hath lived! she hath drawn the purest breath. 
She hath dfeamt a maideii's dreui» 

She halli tiod (he earth with a bowidiiV step 
In the DMuming's sanaj gieiml 

Her nnwithered hopes are the fidrest crown 
That could twiM o'er her maiden hrow» 

And her pure and rifgia inneeeaon 
Keeds no golden jefwels now ! 

Then we^ net, ye Nymphs of the wood and 
the streams, 

Then weep not the Tarentine'a doepo, 
But raise a sweet song when yethinlK of the lite 

Of the flower that's flucked in itsldoom ! 
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" Je ne v«as point monrir encore. ^* 
La JeuM C«ptt'w. 

Why with the prison's shadow 

Hath the Gaptive^s boldness past ? 

Why quails she 'nealh the tempest 
Of tribulation's blast? 

Hath she forgot that suffering 
The martyr's crown must gain ? 

And blessing and rewarding 
Awaits the martyr's pain, 

In the glorious bowers of Eden, 

Where each martyr's home is made^ 

Where a coronet of jewels 

The martyr's brow shall braid ! 

Those visions bright are faded 

From the trembling Captive's eye, 
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TllS YOUHG CAPTIVE. 

As she tarns to *^ Life '* in beauty 
And in gladness, standing bye ! 

Affection's crown is sparkling 

Gemmed with love's jewels rare« 

And pleasure's wreath is twining 
Afound « Life's*' flowing hair* 

And the golden cup of Knowledge 

Within Life's lily hand. 
As she lifts to tempt the palate, 

What morUl conld withstand? 

It is vm>oght of purest meUl 
From science's deep mine, 

And around the stem the flowers 
Of poesy entwine 1 

And its draught the sparkling waters 

Of Imagination's wave 
Rippling o'er pearls that slumber 

In memory's dreamy cave I 
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THB TOUNG GAPTIVt- 

And on her arm '< Life" bearelb^ 
Rich wilb their fragrant bloom, 

A bunch of forest flowers 
The simple jojs of home I 

ABd she turns to take the garland 
From Life's soft and snowy hand, 

And to gaze upon the circlet 
Of affection's sparkling band ! 

And she fain would quaff the waters 

Of Imagination's wave ; 
And twine with dreamy fondness 

The pearls of memory's caye! 

For earthly hope hath power 
To quench the hope Divine I 

And earthly tendrils clinging 
Around the Captive twine ! 

Oh ! for an angel's plumage 

To fan the trembler's brow ? 

Oh ! for one breath of freshness 
Frem heaTenly breezes now I 
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THE YOUWG CAPTIVI. 9 

Oh ! for one strain of music 

To hash Life's temptiDg tone ; 

That her Guardian's sdowj {pinions 
Athwart the darkness shone ! 

By (he spirit's song inspired, 

The trembling Captive there 
Would have strength and power and courage 
The martyr's lot to bear ! 

She would tread the martyr's journey 

As it were the bridal path 
That leads to Eden's bowers 

From the dreary wilds of earth ! 
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** POURTANT J*A?AIS QUBLQUE CHOSE LA ! " 

Andr6 CMnier. 

( 
I HATE something therel^Vyte a soul that wakes 

At the soand of a master spell, 

I've a spirit that leaps from its scabbard free 

Of a gallant deed to tell! 

1 have something there!-^Vve an eye that marks 

The wonders of Nature^s hand, 
Vve a ear for the mnsic the waves repeat 

As they murmur on the strand ! 

/ have something there ! — if but eshoes alone 

Of the bards of elder days 
The matchless symphonies still 1 hear 

Of their high inspiring lays ! 
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IMPEOYIgATiOlf. 11 

/ have gofMihing thtn! *bat the germ lies hid 
And the bad il may blossom neTer— 

Not MoinoiMo:-- tho* 'Us mthered here 
rveatpirit that lives for ever ! 

Tee I Pve eometMng there, — an immorUl part, 

A life that no morul can slay, 
A soal that escapes with a musical burst, 

Tho' its comrade the body be clay ! 
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'* La tSiin mit au tombeaH HalfllUtre ignore. 
GIUIWT. 

The bird may strain bis warbling tbroat 
And pour the sweetest song, 

And not one answering plaudit break 
From the regardless throng ! 

His highest notes of happiness. 
His softest tenderest strain 

Wake not one note of sympathy \ 
His sweetness poured in tain ! 

In Tain — saTe for the ecstasy 
That fills each bounding vein ! 

The jay, to pour his being forth 
In such melodious strain ! 

The blessed gift to ** burst in song 
As Nature into leaf " 
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To tell if softened music nre 
Each ule of hidden grief ! 



To warble praises of the bloom 
That tints the summer rose ! 

Or tell how rich in beauty rare 
The sonset heaven glows ! 

To steal the firagrance from the flower 
And shed It o'er Ids lay ! 

Warbling nnlired each livelong hour, 
Yintired Oil twilight grey! 

He rests not on this lower earth, 
But spreads his soaring wings 

And nearer Heaven he takes his stand 
And clear the note he sings ! 

This gift must be the Poet's aU, 
He hath his own sweet song; 

He need not cravQ a listening ear 
Or reck a heedless tfaront ^ 
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14 TBI RMLBarW WARBLin. 

Enough, if some fiaw noUs are bloini 

Afar by wandering gait, 
Wafting to sympathic ears 

The cadence of the strain ! 

If one ear drinlis the harmony, 

Re - echoes to the note. 
And thrills, when first the fnli rich tones 

Upon the breezes float ! 

If like the angel's c^als of fire 
They bear a mission high ; 

And teach some trembling lip to break 
In nobler minstrelsy ! 

What tho' the warbler's nest be bare 
Leafless his sheltering tree, 

Bis is the gift of harmony. 
Of heavenly melody! 

And what cares he tho* wintry blasts 
Are clouding o>r the sky, 

To brighter realms and fairer bowers 
The feathered poeu fly ! 
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THB niGLBCTU WABBLER. 15 

Yes, MalfiUlktre, wing tby flight 
Far from this vale of tears, 
Where atl thy matchless melody 
Falls on unheeding ears! 

Where none will scatter corn and grain 
To tempt the minstrel throng, 

Or feel the richest, rarest fruit 
Is earned by sons of song ! 

Where nesis, tho' built with tendercst care 

And placed on loftiest trees, 
Are tossed by eqainoctial blast, 

Swayed by the wintry breeze ! 

' Where Bums* hand muet hold the plough 

Jf he would reap the grain, 
And duU and deaf the common ear 

To each melodious strain ! 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



' ' Dix am, oh ! ii*e»t-M pu t fi*0Bt bleu long 4kn !■ vie. ** 

SAIMTfi-BSUVC* 

Ten years! ten years! firom Time's soft wing 

Her rapid flight hath shed 
Full many a snowy plume, and ah! 

Full many a grace hath fled! 

Ten years! ten years! Time's censers fling 

A changefbl incense o*er 
The careless joys of girlhood's years 

Are careless now no more ! 

Ten years! ten years! and many a hand, 
That once was clasped in our*8, 

Lies where ten gprings haye deeked the spot 
Wiib all their earliest flowers ! , 

Ten years! ten years! Our visions bright 
Have ta'en a hue less fair; 
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TIN TEARS. 17 

W6^v« learnt the dearest joys of eartb 
The cross of sufiermg bear ! 

Ten years ! ten years ! how large the store 
Of each year's withered leaves ! 

Beiind are each springtide's budding hopes 
In disappointment's sfaesTes! 

Ten years! ten years ! fresh cares have traced 

New wrinldes on the brow, 
And on the locks of ebon hue 

There resu a flake of snow ! 

Ten years! ten years! from infant feet, 

(As Koran legend tellsj 
Dancing like Ishmael on the ground, 

HaTe sprung refreshings wells I 

Ten years ! ten years ! affection's glass 

Hath marked new stars arise ! 
New consteilatioDS charm our sight, 

New planets grace our skies 1 
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Ten years! leo y«ars! fresh pilgrims tread 
Lifers paibwi; by oar side ; 

And frailer barks are launched to stem 
Like us, the surging tide ! 

Ten years, ten yeanl Life's vintage press 
Trod by our bounding feet. 

Hath yielded many a strengthening bliss 
And recollection sweet! 

Ten years! ten years! yes, tho' we weep 

O'er many a blighted leaf. 
O'er many a brilliant hope that lies 

In disappointment's sheaf! 

Yet still we own each spring's been rich 
In some new store of flowm, 

And many a wandering sunbeam's smiled 
E'en on our wintry hours ! 
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«lK spirit a l^t, 

" Qm 1* Tie iUH belle I tt dtst tott rol agile 



tl " 



FiOM the blight bowers «f HeaTen 
A gncipM spirit iew» 

And shed celestial IKgrsice 
From its wiags of anie h«e! 

And o'er my wearied forehead 
It fanned its pinions &ir. 

Breathing refreshing coohiess 
0>r the sorrow - heated air I 

And that fairy spiril*s radiance 
Cast a brighter glow around, 

And the thorns and briary thisUes 
That tangled o>r the gronnd, 

Changed 'netth Its magic infliieiioe 

To the sweetest, fairest flowers^ 
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so THE SPIBIT OF HOPE. 

With a thonsand wingM warblers 
Echoed the silent bowers. 

And lightly flew the spirit, 

Flittiiig firom flower to flower. 

Showing how Joys and blessings 
Sprang up to grace each hour I 

Cheering oar onward journey 

By fluttering on before, 
Showing (he softest pathways 

To the foot with trayel sore. 

And rising on its rapid wing, 
Soaring towards the sky, 

To lure from scenes of sadness 
A HeaYen - seeking eye ! 

And I blessed the gentle spirit 
As I caught its gracious name, 

Choicest of earthly blessings 

That i^m faYouriog Heaven camel 
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tl)( faUl)M J0ti»up. 



* 0«i, qMbpi'm m*a fiiivi«, 
Btjeeroifiiaec'Mtloil'* 

■ YALMOIE. 



Bt the side of the brook 

With forgetmenot*s set. 
Where I strayed when a maiden 

And heard the waTes fret^ 
Where the waters flowed softly 

Across the green lea, 
SotM ofM followed my footsteps, 

MethinksitwasfAM/ 

Thro^ the wUds of the forest, 
The morass and the plain, 

Where the greenwood was tangled 
And pathways were tain, 

Where the shadows so dark 

Hashed the birds on the tree, 
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TBB FArrHPeL FOOTSTIP. 

Same one followed my footsteps, 
Ikaowitwasthee! 

On the slope of the mountaiD, 

The rock covered gnnwd, 
Where the sharp pointed shingles 

A nia$9 have found, 
Where the precipice yawned 

And was greedy for me, 
Someime followed my footsteps, 

1 know it was thee ! 

O'er tiie slippery glacier 

With surface of Ught, 
Where the rays of the sttnbeam 

Bat dazzle our si^t. 
Where aH slides from under 

One arm is round me ! 
One faithfol foot follows ! 

I*i«0«iti8thee1 

When the shades of theeteaing 

Are gathering round. 
And the muttering thunder 
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THE FAITHFUL FOOTSTCF. S3 

At distance doih soood ! 
When hope's beams of bri({htn£ss 

Are fiidiug for me, 
Still some one yit follows 

Aid Iftnotoitis thee! 

On the brow of the mountain 

Ow hard journey done, 
When we see the tast landscape 

Now bathed by the sun. 
By the setting sun's radiance 

Delighted I see 
That iome one still follows. 

That some one is thee ! 

When we see the morasses 

W've safely trod o'er, 
When we glance at the glaciers, 

Hear the avalauche roar ; 
It shall own as it communes 

My spirit with thee, 
How great thy devotion 

In following me I 
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FROM AN OLD ATRARCHJN BALLAD. 

From Paris to Rochelle 

Let us plant the may, 
Let us plant the may, sweet Madeleine, 

Plant away 

The pearly may! 

There were three nohle maidens, 

And they twined their locks with gold, 

Twe, of her matchless beauty. 
The other sister told: 

'* Oh ! sister, thou art lovely 

As the graceful Hly flower. 
As the moon that shines so sweeUy 

Each eteniog on our bower I ^ 

" And what is earthly beauty? '* 
The maiden made reply ; , 
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SWEET MAMELEfflE. 9S 

*' Each ricblj gifted blossom 
Is only formed to die ! 

*^ Hy beauty will not win me 

The love of noble heart; 
No pleasure to a herd 

Will my loveVness impart!'' 

** Oh yes! our winsome sister. 

We can tell another tale ; 
Thine is the marriage garland ! 

Thine is the nuptial veil ! 

'* Before next springtide's hours 

With their buds shall come again. 
We shall mis9 our gentle sister 

Amid the virgin train ! " 

<j 
" Yes! ye loiU miss your sister 

Amid your springtide bowers ; 
She will twine no mere the blossoms 

And wreathe no more the flowers ! 

** Her voice no more will warble 
Snatches of ancient lays, 
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26 8WUT ■AAll.nilC. 

Or teJl sone aaeiem togead 
At closd of snttiiMr dtf 5 ! 

'< Or jola i» Uiose sweet wonderiogs 
What a woman'f life can be, 

When she barters for aftection 
Her girlhood^s careless glee ! 

'' My life fs passing, sisters, 
Our three fold joy is o*er ; 

ADd ere the dreary winter 

Cast his shadow on the floor, 

*< I, like the withered flowers. 
Shall lay faded on the ground ! 

Then, let a fitting homestead 
For my fragile form be found! 

'* Lay me not in some cavern 
Beneath some rock of gloom, 

But were the snowy roses 

Fill the air with soft perfume ! 
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** Where bojBwitb tMnodiiig feeuteps 

Who pass beside my tonhi 
Ma; plick a flower and drop a tear 

O'er my nnUmely doom! " 



FpMiy MBderad firam n old ballad qaotod by H. Bigeae 
de Beaarepaire in hit famntUagmi cdrtoit tawf «• tbe Po- 
polar Poetry of NoraMdy. 
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FROM AN OLD BALLAD OF DHITAIfT. 

I RODB within the forest, 

Along the greenwood way ; 

And listened to the nightingale 
That snng upon the spray. 

She told me in her melody, 
Her sad and plaintive tone, 

That my true love had passed away, 
My winsome one was flown ! 

I hastened to the howers 
Where we so oft had'met, 

And there, her weeping mother 
In loneliness was set. 

** Why mother, are you weeping? 
Where is my heart's fond dove? " 
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^* I had ooe only daughter 
Bot (m$ &ir thing to love ! 

" And on her bier, she lieth 

A form of lifeless clay ; 
Why li?e I yet to sorrow 

O'er a daughter's burial day I " 

I seized my horse's bridle, 

My cloali I wrapt around ; 
^Ih all a lover's swiftness 

I sought the burial ground. 

I had scarce begun my Journey, 

The first half of the way, 
Ere I heard the death bells tolliug 

For her form of lifeless clay ! 

thad scarcely reached the churchyard 
Ere I heard the priests begin 

The prayers for the departed 

And the mournful burial hymn ! 

1 scarce had reached the portals 
Ere I 9QW the taper's glow, 
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And the pall thtt hmig to drearily- 
My own true lofo below) 

I went np to the coffin, 
(FoU hastily latept!) 

Still hoping that my loved one 
In her virgin beauty slept! 

And It seemed as she adressed me 
In whisper soft and slow : 

'M am thy bride no longer. 
My work is wrooi^ below I 

** The scarf yon twined abont me 
Yet girdles me around ; 

With the ring of our betrothment 
My finger yet is bound ! 

*< The nuptial crown you wove me 
Rests yet upon my brow ; 

Take them, my heart's fond idol. 
For all is finished now! 
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** Take tbem— let holy masses 

Rise for eack sinftil so«l ; 
E'en in the bowers of Heaven 

I wonid not dwell alone I 

** Take them, and give thy riches 
To those who pray for me; 

Take them, and weary Heaven 
To join me nnto thee ! 

** Take them — in holy duties 

Pass life's remaining span, 
And HiBaven shall bless the nnien 

Unsanctifled by man! ^ 

Freely, very freely rendered from a toachiDg old ballad que- 
led by M. de Be mep aire. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



tl)e Cabs AXmon. 

SUGGBSTED BT All OLD ffORHAN BALLAD. '*HABtK 
ANSON/* 



Thb Ladye Marion in ber bower 

Sat weaYiog tisions bright, 
Wishing away ea«h weary hoar 

That Icept her own true Imight. 

The wild glee of her girlish mirih 
Was changed to matron grace, 

The ring of gold on her lily hand 
And a wife's love in her face. 

And her's that holiest time of bliss, 

Her hour of peril o'er, 
When the heart wants words and the voice 
lacks tones 

4ts gratitude to pour! 
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THE LADT MARION. 3S 

lYben she feels that the joys of this lower world 

Have ta'en a hue more fair. 
Since the sotiiid of a new-born infant's cry 

Was borne upon the air! 

And she longs for her warrior's flashing eye 
To gaze on her treasure rare ! 

That Alcn^on's Lord should come again, 
To behold Alen^on's heir! 

"Oh! Marion ! Ladye Marion! '* 

Said a iroice beside her bower, 
** Why doth thy chieftain linger 

From such a lovely flower?" 

'* My chieftain may not tarry 

Within a ladye's bower; 
AlenQon's Lord must bear him 

Bravely in danger's hour! 

** And he seeks afar the battle 
To tame our haughty fofes, 
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Ere lie turns to h«me affeetioiis, 
Afld the blesshigt of repose ! " 

<*0h! Marion, Ladye Marion! 

'Whence came that golden ring, 
That on your lily inger 

Doth such a radiance fling? ** 

" That ring '' (and Lady Marion 
Glowed with a chastened flame, 

With a woman's strong affections 
As she heard its cherished name ) 

*< That ring, in holy wedlock 
Was placed upon my hand. 

Type of the endless union, 

Of the hallowed marriage band. " 

<< Oh ! Marion! Lady Marion! 

Let me see the sacred spell. 
Let me gaze upon the token 

You seem to prktc so well! " 
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She drew the praekMU love gift 

From off her lily hand, 
As she stood within her bower 

The fialrest of the land ! 

And away the wilj traitor 

Sped to some artist famed. 
Some one who gold and silyer 

In wondrous fashions framed^ 

<' I pray thee» master goldamith, ** 

He said in accents bold, 
** Frame me upon this instant 

A ring of solid gold. 

** Of the self same imagining 

As ihe detiee I show, 
To grace a winsome maiden 

Upon her hand of snow! '' 

Then away the wily traitor 
The deadly token bore ; 
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His poisoned tale of slander 
In Randolph's ear to pour. 

Sir Randolph's keen eye sparkled 
To see a neighbouring chief. 

'* What news from my sweet Marion, 
Is'i past her hour of grief? 

** And doth Alen^n's tower 
Now boast a rightfal heir ? 

And doth she bear her bravely, 
Nor droops my lily fair? "— 

** Alen(on*s towers were ringing, 
Ringing a blithesome peal 

For their new-born heir's arrival 
And their lovely Ladye's weal ! '^ 

** Thank Heaven! (and tears of rapture 
Have dimmed the warrior's eye ! ) 

Would / might hear my turrets 
Echo my first-born's cry! 
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<* Hath Ihe boy the eagle bearing 

Of all oor gallant race, 
Joined with the matchless beauty 

Of Marion^s peerless face? 

*< Old sword! I prize thee dearer! 

iVofo another hand will draw 
Thy glittering blade, and bravely 

Battle for prince and law ! 

« To onr stainless name and lineage 
He will add another grace, — 

Death loses half its terrors 

When a fair son fills our place! 

** Now blessings on the new-bom! 

Stout heart and dauntless hand ! 
Be'it his in each bold combat, 

To wield a fearless brand! '' 

And tears of softened rapture 
Stand in stern Randolphs eye. 
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While a Father's benediction 
Ascends towards the skj ! 

'< Yea! " quoth the wily traitor, 
'* An heir to hear his name, 

To inherit his possessions, 
And to carry on his ftme, 

" That were indeed a blessing 
To Alen9on*s noble Lord ; 

But — me lists not to dissemble 
Yet I fear to speak the word ! 

*' 'Tis net haugkt Randolph's features 
Are repeated in his face ; 

Nor winsome Lady Marion 
In her loneliness and grace! 

'' Thy peerless dame I fear mo 
Hath roved from out her nest, 

Aod the tale of her affections 
Another ear hath blest! " 
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'^ Now by the powers above me ! "— 
( And Randolpli's brow grew dark, 

The tears of foDd affection 

Quenched by an angry spark. ) 

*' Now by the powers abOTO me 
Thy knightly shield is stained, 

Stained by the foulest falsehood 
A traitor ever framed! 

** Say ye the spotless ^iiy 

Can have ta'en a hue so base ! 

That darkened is the moonbeam 
That lights the evening's face ! 

** Nerved by a husband's fondness ! 

By a husband's trusting pride ! 
I draw the honoured broad-sword» 

That graced my Father's side ! 

'* I draw — and stab the folsehood 
That lurks wilhin thy breast ! — 
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Ha! my angel's snowy pureness 

Hath thy changing hue confest ! '' 

" My changing hue, Sir Randolph, 
Is for l^e — thou valiant knight, 

The first in every combat, 
The dauntless in the fight! 

" I mourn thy scutcheon tarnished 
By a woman*s feeble breath. 

For I know thy knightly spirit 

Fears dishonour more than death ! 

** Now by this wellknown token. 
By this ring of massive gold, 

Is Lady Marion's weakness 
And fickle falseness told ? 

** This ring — (thy pardon Randolph ! ) 
Was placed upon my hand, 

Wiih a caressing fondness 

As she wept her marriage band ! 
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* * I will not add by falsehood 

To the ill that I have doue, 
Or palm upon Earl Randolph 

My own acknowledged son ! "— 

As I have seen the welkin 

Lie in its softest bine, 
The sunshine beaming brigthly, 

With glad unclouded hue. 

One moment) but one moment, 

And the wind's low murmuring sound 

Hath ta'en a louder language, 

And a fiercer tone hath found. 

And at its angry summons. 

Instant^ dark clouds arise, 
Veiling the heavenly brightness 

That filled the sunlit skies. 

And a gloomy dread there falleth, 
A waiting in the air, 
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For the burst of fierce commotion 
The thunder tokens bear. 

So, from the face of Randolph 

Passed the glow of happy pride ; 

The husband's tender gladness 

From the warrior's features died. 

And vengeance flashed as keenly 

As the lightening's glittering blade ! 

While anger louder echoing , 

Than the muttering thunder made ! 

And he turned from the false traitor 
With scarce one scornful word, 

And away his stalwart courser 
The furious warrior spurred ! 



*' Oh ! Marion, bonnie Marion, 
Lift up thy pensive eye 

And smile, my gentle daughter, 
For thy noble Lord draws nigh ! 
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« He comes not with the hearing 
Of a Father's new-born pride ! 

(fot with a lover's fondness 

Doth he seek his Marion's side t 



** His brow is care beclouded 

And an angry spot is there ; 
What news of direfal import 

Can valiant Randolph bear? " 

" Oh ! mother, dearest mother, 
If a cloud rests on his brow, 

Show him the precious token 

Thath hath blessed our marriage vow ! 

'< There's not a care but melteth 
At a new-bom infant's smile ; 

There's not a grief or sorrow 

Can withstand an infant's wile ! 

' * What tho' no shafts may enter 
'Ifeath a warrior's coat of mail. 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



44 THE LADT MARIOIH. 

Yet an infant's tiny finger, 

May not seek bis heart, and fail ! 

** Show him our babe, dear mother, 
Till he fill my hungering heart, 

With praises of its beauty, 
Told with a husband's art ! 

<< Till he bless the hour that gave me 

Again to fill his arms. 
Safe firom the threatened death stroke ! 

Blessed with an infant's charms ! " 

** Greet thee. Earl Randolph, greet thee. 
High Heaven hath sent a prize ; 

Look at the babe, he beareth 
Thy brow and Marion's eyes ! 

<< What name of gallant daring 
From thy house of noble line 

Shall grace this tender sapling, 
This olive branch •f thine? ** 
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The knighl hath seized the infaut 

As it softly smHing lay, 
Pare as the peaceful waters 

Where the heavenly sumbeams play ! 

And Lady Marion's treasure, 

Her blessing and her joy, 
Her trembling hope and darling, 

Her own» her first horn boy ! 

The heir of fair Alen^on ! 

Of Randolph's ancient line I 
Round whom the clinging tendrils 

Of a mother's love entwine ! 

The babe whose cry awakens 

Such rapture in her heart, 
The touch of whose soft fingers 

Such ecstasy impart! 

That babe, while soft sleep bound him 
Hath his ruthless Sire flung; 
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From his veins the pure blood giatfiiog 
Hath wel the rocky stone ! 

His cry is hushed for ever— 
His smile hath past away — 

In a darksome night of sorrow, 
Hath set his dawning day! 

Now do thy worst, Sir Randolph ! 

Thou hast pierced the mother's soul! 
Spare not the fragile hody 

From thy ?engiug hand alone ! 

And fiercely did the warrior 

. Deal with the lily flower ; 
Forgot each tender memory 
Of wedlock's sacred hour ! 

TiU, as she lay in death trance, 

He saw the ring of gold 
Still sparkling on her finger ! — 

Then he cursed the traitor bold! 
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THE LADT MARION. 47 

Thm all his wild stern nature 

Melted in fond remorse, 
And he wept in frenzied madness 

0*er her almost lifeless corse ! 

*' Oh ! Marion! peerless Marion ! 

Lift up the drooping head ! — 
Can not the leech's cunning 

Avail to raise the dead t *' 

** My wants are few and simple, ^ 

The Ladye made reply : 
** A winding sheet — * a coffin— 

/ haoe teen my first bam die! 
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A THANSLATION OF AN OLD BALLAD OF BRIT A NT. 

'* Farewell, farewell my loved one! 

The KiQg*s command is heard ; 
I must journey to the towers of Nantes 

And leave my dainty bird ! " 

'' And if to Nantes thou hiest, 
Nantes with its wonders rare, 

Bring me a boddice broidered 
With roses bright and fair! " 

The cavalier hath left her 

With a loving farewell glance ; 

And his, are manhood's pleasures 
In the good town of Nantes ! 

Forgot the boddice broidered, 
Forgot the roses fair 
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THE JOURNEY TO NANTES. 49 

In those scenes of joyoas wassail 
Where cavaliers repair ! 

*^ I shame to see my loved one 
Without her promised boon ; 

She will thiBk ray heart as faithless, 
As the monthly changing moon ! " 

** Tell her, '' quoth his bold comrade, 

** Not in all busy Nantes, 
Can be found the broidered boddice 

For which her foocy pants I " 

'' rd ralher see our mountsins 
Without thehr valliid grace ! 

I'd rather see old Ocean 
Void of its finny race ! 

'' rd rather miss the p^rfbme 

The dew-wet violets shed, 
Than feel unknigfatly falsehood 

Was resting on my head ! " 
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(Francis the !■* of France, passing in 1833 b; Avignon, 
paased to see the grare of Laura, and ordered a marble tomb 
should be raised to her memory. ; 



The Monarch stood beside the spot 

Where fair pomegranates bloom, 
With many a falchion flashing bright 

And many a waving plume ! 
The Monarch stood with sparkling eye 

Amid his courtier band! 
With sparkling eye and flushing cheek 

He gazed upon the strand! 

A^as it some bye gone battle plain, 
Where France's fleur de lys 

.'riumpharit shone o'er proud Navarre 
Or haughty Burgundy? 

'. .'me scene, where valiant blood had wet 
With hallowed drops the sod?-^ , 
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Saer$d since gallant soals had passed 
Hence upwards to their God? 

Was it some scene where stately pomp, 

Where luogly hosU had met, 
Where Monarchs held their conference 

In royal glory set? 
Or kept they here some tourney bright 

With Beauty for its prize, 
And wrestled here each valiant Knight 

Before his Ladye's eyes? 

No ! Avignon ! — a softer charm, 

A dearer spell is thine ! 
The ^onarcft bares his lofty brow 

Before the Poet'e shrine ! 
He listens to a woman^e name 

Breathed by a PoeVs tongue, 
And Marguerite't kingly brother weeps 

O'er A«r,that Petrarch sang! 

He treads the scene where once they strayed 
In old half-misty time, 
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One fuU of kindliog genius rare, 
A miDstrel mind sublime I 

And one, with softer, gentler grace 
Tho' wrapt in tenderer ties 

Who yet could share a Poet*s dreams 
His mute deyotion prize 1 

We know not now, how many a thought, 

That sprang from Petrarch's brain, 
We owe to Laura's gentle touch 

That swelled each bounding vein ! 
How many a helier, purer lay 

The Poet*s spirit sang. 
When Laura's parting soul inspired 

The sad and lonely man ! 

How in her foir and matron grace 

She led his wandering feet. 
Now to the chancel's hallowed shrine. 

Now to their founufaied seat. 
Shedding a softer, sweeter charm 

O'er all surrounding things ! 
And casting o'er his Poet dreams 

The glow, affection flings ! 
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Yes! rest thy steps, thou Monarch bold, 

Where fair pomegranates bloom, 
And canre fair Laura's deathless name 

Upon a lofty tomb: 
The Guardian sprite of a Poet's life! 

The key of a Poet's theme ! 
The note of a Poet's minstrelsy, 

The spell of a Poet's dream ! 

Let minstrels weave their richest flowers 

To deek fair Laura's shrine ! 
O'er Petrarch's Muse, De Sade's true wife 

Let deathless wreaths entwine! 

E'en Francis, with his sceptred hand 

Most grasp the Poet's lote. 
His kingly fingers sweep the strings, 

, His courtier band are mute, 
And Laura, by a l^ttei loTed, 

And by a Mfmamh sung. 
The grave can neafi no monument 

When such sweet buds are flung! 
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(She revived egain the prizes for eong, at Toulouse, the 
golden Tiolet, the crown for the Poet'c browa. Her lover had died 
in battle, and her heart and fortone were now devoted to Poesy,; 

Is the wreath antwined for the Poet's brow? 

Is no golden violet there ? 
Break there no plaudits for his lay, 

From the Capitol hoar and fair? 

Shall the child of song go unblessed away 
Who has stirred the people's heart? 

To awake the tones of the Troubadour, 
Be a scorned forgotten art ? 

They have sung a strain just as high and wrapt 
As charmed us in bye gone days, 

And Vidal's minstrelsy lingers yet 
In the soft Provengal lays ! 
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But the Capitol courts are as still and mute, 
As tho' every voice were hushed » 

And the listeners' cheeks are calm aud pale 
By uo answcT'i^g tran';tort il;^sh<.d ! 

Alao! f^T the s;/ii'i of c^oesy! — 

Hath sh^ s} ead her dainty wing- ? 

Haih she »a'cu iier flighl from rroveugal skies 
To some land of endless springs? — 

No! she comes! she comes! in a sweeter form. 

With a milder grace than aye, 
With a shadow of grief on her thoughtful brow, 

A softened regret in her sigh ! 

For sorrow is Poesy's ripening food, 

Her forcing-house is grief ! 
Some natures need full many a shower 

To ope the soft green leaf! 

And she bears an eye that can flash or Ail 
At a Poet's kindling lay, 
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And a face, where poetic impulses 
With their changeful ardour playt 

And she holds wilhin her fragile hand. 
That band so soft and fair 

The Poet's golden violet 

And the wceath the Poets wear! 



She stands in her blighted maidenhood 
With her bleeding woman's heart. 

All weaned from the common joys of earth > 
All wrapt in poetic trt! 

She hv9s the ^rp/— for its tones have moaned 

O'er a warrior lying dead ! 
She loves the harp! — • for its notes have told 

How bravely the spirit fled ! 

She loves the harp! — for its chords are low 

And soft as her bosom's grief! 
Sh4 loves the harp! — for to touch its strings 

*"• --s her troubled heart relief I 
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She lovei the harp, in its triumph chords 

She hears the victor's la; ! 
In its holy hymns, the minstrel band 

For her loved one seem to pray ! 

So she comes with her golden violet, 
With her wreath for the Poet's brow ; 

And the spirit of Poesy smiles again 
O'er the marble Capitol now I 
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"J'ose affirmer 
Que je ievrot$ craindre que cela vieDoe, 
Car j'a^m« trop quand on me reut aimer. ' 

CLEMENT HAROT. 



Yes! I onght to fear, lest this lower world 
Should glow with a hue loo bright, 

Lest all surrounding things should smile 
Too glad, in love's dear light ! 

I ought to fear, lest my earthly path , 
So strewed with brilliant flowers, 

My eye and heart should cease to yearn 
For Eden's blight -less bowers I 

I ought to fear, lest so sweet the song, 
Entoned by the bird of love. 

My ear would crave not the holier notes 
That fall from the lyres above ! 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



LOVERS BRIGHTNESS. 59 

/ ought to fear — but the touch of love, 
Tho' a light and fragile thing, 

Hath so warm a glow that doubt melts away 
Like frost, at the breath of spring ! 



Nay ! I need not fear I 'tis a staff bestowed 
By Heaven's indulgent care, 

To stay our fainting steps and aid 
Our wearied limbs to bear ! 

And the ray in which the landscape glows, 
And the lower world looks bright, 

It falls from the Sun in the sky above 
As a messenger of Ugh t ! 

As herald of the dawning day 
To wake our sleeping souls, 

And chase the mists that the dreary night 
O'er the fainting spirit rolls ! 
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Mt lotel go seek the blushing Rose 
Thst blooms within thy bower. 

The Rose, whose hues of crimson bright 
Charmed us tt morning hour! 

Go, see if dosky eyening grey 

Hath stolen yet, one charm away ! 

Alas! her proud and dazzling glow. 

Her hues of glory fair 
Are faded, and a blight hath fallen 

On all her beauty rare I 
The flower hangs its graceful head 

And all its crimson leayes are shed ! 

The urn so full of sweet perfume, 
The bower of the fiiiry folk, 
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Now lies a fiidM scentless wreck, 
Its soft and mossy stalk is broke! 

Just so, my love, must youth decay «• 
Then learn to prize tfiy summer day I 
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ON HIS daughter's DEATH. 

Tht grief, Du Perrier, will it last for aye? 

And the sad shade, 
A father^s anguish o'er thy spirit cast, 

Wiirt never tade? 

The sorrow that thy child hath sought her grave, 

Victim of common sin. 
Is that a reason why thy soul should wander 

In darkness dim? 

But she was of that world where loveliest things 

Fadesodn away; 
Where like a rose, she lived, as lives the rose, 

One summer's day ! 

And what if, answering to thy earnest prayer, 
Her boon had been 
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MALflERBE TO DU PERRIER. 63 

In hoary bairs to lenninale her life, 
And qui I this scene ! 

Thinkesl ihou that later in those blest abodes 
Her welcome had been more? 

Or that the dust and worms that filled her tomb, 
Had felt less sore? 

Death! she hath sterner laws than any else; 

'lis vain to plead ! 
The cruel Phantom turns a deafened ear, 

And takes no heed ! 

The poor man in his hut, his turf clad shed, 

His doom Death brings! 
No Guard who watches at the Louvre's gate. 

Defends our Kings! 

To murmur 'gainst her doom and patience lose, 

Is dangerous ground ; 
For Resignation is the only slate 

Where Peace is found ! 
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" Si Je fall quelque songe, ^ « 
J'ea snis espouvaati ; 4 

Gar mesne eon measonge 
Exprimo de mes maiu la triste rerile ! 
Bertavt. 



Nat! to ihe wearied earth- child 
High Heayen hath sent a friend,] 

With a smile of tranquil heauty, 
O'er his midnight couch to bend ! 

He rests — ( and wearied nature 
Hade him an e^y prey!) 

Sleep o'er him spreads her curtains, 
All wrought with visions gay ! 

Hashing him with a lullaby 
Soft as a mother's song, 
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Whispering the misty fancies 
That to closing eyes belong! 

Then turns to stain her palette 
. 4» With hues that brightly glow, 
Paflliting the fairest pictures, 

That her artist hand may know ! 

Visions of finished beauty 

Upon her canvass lie, 
FttimiM hope's fruition, 

In hues that may not die! 

And scenes of bye gone gladness 
She SfHreads before his sight! 

Voices of loved and lost ones, 
Pour music on the night! 

E'en as some longing schoolboy, 
Who hath sobbed himself to rest, 

Wishing that home affe(;tions 
His twilight hour had blest, 

5 
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Till on bis young afflictiODs 

Steals sleep, wilh gentle tread, 

From her urn of fragrant waters 
Some healing drops to shed ! 

Then he sees again the homestead 

With its domestic joys. 
And hears the glad wild welcome 

That greets returning boys! 

He twines once more the ringlets 
Of his sister^s golden hair, 

Aod hears once more the accents 
Of his mother's earnest care ; 

And woe and seperation, 

And the many a weary mile 

That divides him from his loved ones 
Are forgotten as they smile! 

Yes ! our dreams, tho' fleeting brightness 
And but visions of the night, 

StUl touch the murky grief clouds 
Wilh rays of catching light! 
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FtiidM paM«e 

To«nnent de ma pemte, 
Qa« n^ay-je en ta perdant perdv It aoOTnir I 
Beitaot. 



No! I would not lose the memory 
Of bye gone happy hours, 

Or cast regardlessly away 

Uy journey-gathered flowers! 

For many a wayside bud was plucked 
By loYed ones at my side, 

And given with simple tenderness 
To richer gifts denied! 

If showers are falling thick and fast 
And gloomy skies hang o'er, 
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C8 mPROTISATION. 

To borrow hues of gladness 

Our hearts must backwards soar ! 

Oor hearts on memory^s light wings 

Must flit to yesterday f 
And fetch his robe of glory 

To make the morrow gay ! 
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Al catraat d«l dou temine 

Del taai Bovrtl, 
Que naial te flovn on rcfpine, 

BtdstotNl 
Ghantent, pami la g aadise, 

Serletbel. 

M&iniGC DE ClAOil. 



Sweet Spring's bewilching brightness! 

Her dress of fairy green 
Looped with sweet smiling flow'rets. 

With dew drops glistening sheen ! 

Her young and waking gladness 
From her long refreshing sleepi 

Wille Winter o'er her slumbers 
Bid a Mother's vigils keep! 
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While Winter sat In silence, 
Hushing the wild birds' song, 

Drawing the shading curtain 
or the twilight hours long ! 

As a Mother o*er her daughter, 
Watching till rosy dawn, 

The maiden's last sweet slumber 
Before her bridal morn ! 

Knowing thro' now she sleepeth 
Thai eahn reposing rest. 

That sleep of careless childhood 
By soft sweet visions blest ; 

That when her eye awaketh. 
Upon the morrow mom, 

The mfaigled cares and gladness, 
Of a woman's life will dawn ! 

And she will spring in fjresbness. 
To run her earthly race, 
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Waking from childhood^s slambers, 
To thoughtful woman's grace ! 

So Winter tends sweet springtide, 

As she rests to wake again, 
To tread again in lieauty 

The moorlands and the*plain! 

And now with bright enjoyment 

She walks abroad o'er earth, 
Rousing each sleeping floweret 

With her glance and song of mirlh, 

With her tales of promised pleasure 

On this her bridal mom, 
For her bridegroom's glorious presence 

Filling her scented urn! 

Waking, the blooming flowers. 

Proud Phoebus' gentle bride, 
To ornament the bowers, 

Where he seeks his loved one's side ! 
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'' Up ! '* cries sbe id her gladness, 
We have slept and slumbered long. 

Wake ! lift ye op your chorus, 
To join my matin song! 

" Ring lily-bells a welcome ! 

Fill cowslip cups with dew! 
Coine snowdrop ! dow thy mantle 

or the green and vestal hue! 

" Gome violet, shed thy perfume! 

Arouse thee from thy dream! 
And wake the blue forgetmenot. 

To fringe the silver stream ! 

*' Come tioy strawberry blossomS) 
And strew my true-love*8 palb, 

As he treads his glorious journey 
O'er the awakening earlh ! 

*' Gome harebell, shake thy tresses 
And raise thy fragile form. 
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^* And lasten genlle primrose 

My woodlands to adorn! " 

• 
So sings she, 'mongst her wild birds, 

Leading their choral song, 
And rousing in her gladness 

Her gay and floral throng! 
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" D y Ta de ma gloire, il faut que Je mo venge • 

COBREILLE. 



Shall the hand that wrought the banners, now 

tremble like a reed! 
Shall the blood that flowed within the veins of 

a warrior good at need ! 
Shall that blood of old Gastilian hue, now take 

a fainter shade! 
Shall Rodrigue's lofty bride lament, like some 

poor peasant maid ! 
Shall the voice that sang the combats, that 

gloried in the fray, 
Now falter forth bat snatches, of some ignoble 

lay! 
I was nurtured by stern honour ! cradled by 

glory *s song! 
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And the tales that cbarmed my childhood, 
from a warrior's dariog sprang! 

Jfy dower was a heroes deeds! his sword my 
heritage! 

My name is writ with yalour^s pen on history's 
teeming page! 

A maiden — but with laurel buds, I bound my 
flowing hair! 

My name within the tourney's din, rose proud- 
ly on the air 

Stirring the heart of gallant men to combat and 
to die! 

4s hostile nations caught afar, Rodrigoe's shrill 
battle cry! 

A warrior's child! a warrior's bride! I loved 
the combat's might! 

I loved to clasp their armour on, to cheer than 
to the fight! 

I loved the cUish of sword and shield! *twas 
music to my ear! 

And sweeter than the low tuned lute, the cla- 
rion loud and clear! 
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And the love I bore my hero, tho' a woman's 

fond and true 
Was twhi-bonnd with bright honour, insepe- 

rablethe two! 
No weak and trembling maiden may stand by 

Rodrigne's side! 
And no poor and caittiff spirit may hope to be 

his bride! 
How should I walk beside him, with a scutcheon 

stained and dim ! 
How from a craven bosom, nurse the sons I 

bore to him ! 
How rear the brood of eagles, like a soft and 

cushat doTC, 
Striving with plaintive cooing, to mar their 

flight above! — 
Nay! I would not dim his bright shield by one 

ignoble tear! 
Or stain his spotless honour by one hesitating 

fear! 
My Father's child and Rodrigue*s bride must 

bear a dauntless heart ! 
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My Father's child and Rodrigue's bride must 

play a lofty part ! 
If I may not share his life-lime — one gift I 

can bestow ! 
And death to his proud spirit, were sweet from 

Chim^ne'sblow! 
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' Je le vis, je roagis, Je pUU h s« rue. 
Un trouble s'eleva dans mon ftme ^perdne. 
Mas yeu ne Toyolent plus, Je ne pouvois parler. 
le sentis tout mon corps et transir et brftler... 
JMm on pdi du atUels que je faisois flomer, 
J'ofliroisiottt i ee Diea que je n'osois nommer. ** 
RAaifE. 



Yes ! this world had caught a glory, 

Shone with a fairer light! 
The woodland's leaf was greener ! 

The evening star more bright ! 
The clouds had softer fleeces ! 

The sky a purer blue ! 
And the moon more glittering radiance 

On the tranquil Ocean threw! 

All had changed — since one brief whisper 
Upon my senses fell, 
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Since one fond glance had quickened 

My eager pulses' snivel), 
And my heart had opened wider. 

As that dairy guest flew in, 
Shedding the torch that lightens 

O'er all recesses dim ! 



I had not known how holy, 

noYi great a gift to man! 
Was the boon of his creation 

And lifetime's passing span ! 
Till, like that bow of beauty, 

The offspring of the shower, 
Love smiled away the teardrops, 

Of suspense's bye gone hour I 

And in my heart's dominion ^ 
I crowned one monarch then ! 

Acknowledged but one sceptre ! 
One royal diadem! 

One thought alone flung gladness 
O'er the surrounding earth I 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



86 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

One Joy alone re-echoed 

In the wild birds' harmless mirth ! 



Each moment of eiistance, 

Like the waves that wash the shore, 
Seemed to bring some votive offering, 

Some tribute rich to pour ! 
Seemed to teem with gifts of beauty 

Welled from the sea of Love, 
From the blue depths before me, 

Bright as the sky above ! 
And / cast like Doge of Venice 

My token to the deep, 
Wiih free hand and vow of fealty 

My plighted troth to keep! 

Love twined amid the flowers 
That o'er the altar bloom ! 

E'en in the holiest places 

I drank her sweet perfume ! 

And when I brought my garland, 
To deck some sacred shrine, * 
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The name of my Diviaity — 

The name I breathed — was thinel 

LoYe flowed wiUiin my life blood! 

Beat pulses in my heart! 
Mingled in every action! 

In every throb took part ! 
Not with her gifted pencil 

Gould Fancy sketch a scene, 
But Love must bring her colours 

And shed her light between ! 
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' Soyei-You Ton A Vmin un Bonde to^Joiin bean, 
Tonjours diTtn, toi^oan noiiTeaa. ** 

La FOIfTAIlfE. 



There are depths of wealth in a kindred heart 
And landscapes rich and vast! 

There are heights sublime in the haman mbid 
By no earthly plummet cast! 

There are lakes of thought o'er whose soft rich 
blue. 

We see the hqavenly skies 
Bending at night the spiritual gaze 

Of their thousand starry eyes! 

There are mines lit up by the sparkling gems 
That catch each passing light 
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There are winding caverns of thought profound 
That mocli oor darkling sight! 

There are rivers gushing fast and free 

Toward their ocean home, 
Impetuous in their rushing race 

With many a spot of foam! 

Reflecting in their rapid haste 

As they wildly hurry by 
Each ancient tower, historic place, 

Each time worn chapeby! 

There arc vhies with promised vintage 

That richly laden hang, 
And trees 'neath whose broad shadow 

Successive virarblers sang! 

There are calm and quiets woodlands 

And grassy fairy dells. 
Where the west breeze murmurs softly ' 

Amid the lily bells! — 
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Yetfth! tt)0Qftweh«n7on 

Like heedless voyagersi 
And bent to reacfa our destined end, 

Scorn fellow passengers, 

Wnpping, with icy fingers 

Oar storm cloaks round our breast, 
And taming from the beautiful 

Its presence scarce confest ! 
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'Anytto, tti m«fiilt, at to ■• feif» vq%», 
Com&ie to t»Mk peoretfi d« U Ucht Bunagt t" 
SMIAIS. 



She had waited long in patience 

Within the mossy dell, 
Where they were wont to wander 

When the evening's shadow fell ! 

She had calmed her throbbing pulses 
And strained her anxious ear, 

To catch his song of welcome 
And his bounding step to bear! 

And in a woman*s coyness 

As she thought she heard the strain - 
She turned and sprung-right fleetly, 

Her homeward path again ! 
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Dreaming hit rapid footsteps, 

Would follow swiftly on, 
While #A«boanded like a chamois, 

That had caught the hunter's song ! 

For wild with mirth and Joyous, 
Was her young confiding heart, 

And well she guessed the gladness, 
Her presence could impart ! 

And well she loved to wanton, 
Awhile with pleading love, 

Setting his cage bars open, 
To tempt her turtle-dove ! 

To tempt him out to wander. 
Over the fait green earth, 

Bidding hbn ^' spread his pinions ! *' 
In her wild light-hearted mirth ! 

7A«ti, luring him in fondness, 
Withteany a gentle word, 
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While affection's soothing praises 
His constancy reward. 

Smoothing bis rufQed plumage, 
With a light caressing hand, 

With a spell Love's hotett anger 
Can never long withstand ! 
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' MaU le pis est que sosuias ea biter, 
Et e'est an temps au Roses fort eontraire ! 
Sarasin. 



Theri are Roses in Winter! some lingerers 

suy, 
Some irees are yef decked with a bud on their 

spray. 
There are Roses in Winter! and sweet their 

perfume, 
And fair glows their light in the darkeningp 

gloom. 
There are Roses in Winter! Fair memory's 

one! 
She blossoms in beauty, when Hope's bnds are 

done. 
There are Roses in Winter! the slips we have 

set 
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That we tended in springtide and summer 

bloom yet! 
From the roses we planted when lifetide was 

young, 
Fresh fragrance arises, fresh perfume is flung! 
There are Roses in Winter ! aoid sweetly ihey 

bloom, 
While they strew our last pathway and smile 

o'er our tomb! 
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' B«l-ee k moi de moarir ? * 

AVVSat CHEBIEH. 



All / to die ? — The earth is bright, 

The Noonday suu is clear, 
My lyre -^ with as sweet a sound 

Its chords strike on my ear! 

Am / to die? My heart is full 

With clinging ties of earth ; 
Her tendrils round my heart strings twine, 

Her gladness wakes my mirth! 

Am / to die? — Like summer leaf. 

To flatter to the ground, 
Ere Autumn's withering gales have breathed , 

Their low lamenting sound ! 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



RODCHER^S DEATH CBAUNT. 9t 

Am / to die ? wbile tiny hands 

Are clasped around me still. 
And silvery voices 'neath my home 

The air with music fill ! 

Am / to die! while love is warm 

As in its earliest days, 
While heart to heart and soul to soul 

Spea\ks in our answering gaze! 

Am i to die? — Despite the tears 

That wet the infant cheeks, 
Despite the grief that lingers still 

Tho' resignation speaks! 

Am / to die ? — My tasks undone ! 

My web of life half spun, 
The song unfinished on my lips, 

The Anthem scarce begun ! 

\m / to die ? — But minor chords 
My faltering hand has struck, 
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And few and pale the early flowers 
My trembling fingers pluck! 

Am / to die? — Ere yet my brow 
The evening breeze hath fanned, 

Ere yet refrafllilng shadows steal 
Over the weary land! 

Am / to die? *« Ere earth's M blane, 
Full blaze and glow of light 

Hath faded, letting star-like skies 
Dawn on our tired sight! 

Am I to die? — In garish day» 
When dazzled eyes in vain 

May seek to pierce the veil that hides 
The midnight's glorious train! 

Die! ere the softened ef)ening hour 
When day time's tasks are done, 

And heavenly light appear in view 
To cheer the setting sunt 
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Fain would I like the plainUve bird 

Breathe in the ear of night, 
My memories of the by gone day 

Its clouds, its gleams of light! 

Then, while the shroud of darkness lay 

Veiling all scenes below. 
Swan-like in song- I'd pass away 

Beneath the bright star's glow! 
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Passed were the gladsome months of spring 
With their leaves and their blossoms bright, 

The grass an- gem^d by the daisy bads, — 
Faded the lilies white! 

And Autumn with her tinting brush 
Has touched the soft green leaves, 

Till the Woodland's cheek had caught the flush 
Autumnal hectic gives. 

And she !lhook her glittering tresses, 

In the soft Autumnal breeze ! 
Sprinkling the sunbeam's pathway 

With her many tinted leaves! 
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The glorious, gorgeous Autumn ! 

Decked in her rich array ! 
Making Death proud to take her ! 

So beauteous in deeay! 

Lighting the world around her. 
With her dying beauty's glow ! 

As genius shines most brightly, 
When it passes from below ! 

Twas then the dying spirit 

Sang his plaintive " Fare ye well " 
Like Mozart, his skilful fingers 

Struck his own, his Requiem knell 1 

He died not in the springtide 

When life to gladness woke. 
But staid till varied Autumn, 

Of Death's full beauty spoke! 

Till Autumn showed the glory 
Approaching Death could shed, 
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The robe of changeful beauty 
He wraps around ihe dead ! 



And his spirit dranlc fircsh courage 
At the thoughts of dawning day, 

OtthewnwUkend loveliness 
That smiles at our decay! 

He l^new this earth's affections 
Were made so pure and strong, 

Because deep grief and sorrow 
To this suffering world belong. 

As a stay to guide the footsteps 
Down sorrow's dreary vale ! 

Beacons, to save th(^ vessel 

From foundering in the gale ! 

But when he'd passed the waters 
The Styx's gloomy waves, 

Trod thro' the darkened portals 
Rose, from the dreamy caves! 
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So much of joy and brightness. 
Such paintUss scenes of light, 

Such tones, such rays of gladness, 
Should bursi upon his sight ! 

That he'd feel this world's aflfeclions 

Were needed now no more, 
Were but made to fee his boatman, 

As he rows him to the shore! 

* Such was the holy gladness 

That cheered his dying pain,— 
And the daisy buds and the lilies white, 
When they came with the spring again ; 

They smiled on the halloaed etrih mound, 

Where his youthful body lay; 
And the wild birds sang with a softened mirth 

Their springtide roundelay! 
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SUGGESTED BT THE FRERGH OF DE CH^NEDOLLlg. 

Beside where yellow Tiber's waves 

Aye rolled iheir tawny flood, 
Wrapt in the charms of a reverie 

Th' Italian Mother stood ! 

She smiled in her calm and thoughtful mood, 

By the golden Tiber's flood, 
That stream that the veins of the bold and brave 

Had dyed with their crimson blood I 

Wliere the stern Horatias proudly stood 

And '* kept the bridge alone, '' 
While shouts from either army woke 

The echoes' answering tone! 
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Where the tiny twins had been cast to seek 

That repose that waketh not ! 
Where the youths had watched the free birds 
flight, 

To cast the City's lot! 

Those waters that had imaged fair 

The Coliseum's dome, 
Aye guerdoned round for many a day 

By the seven hills of Rome! 

Those banks where Virginia's iairy feet 
In their dancing gladness passed, 

And o'er the waves as they rushed along 
Her girlish shadow cast ! 

Where Cbristiaii blood bad been poured forth, 
Where the martyr's feet had trod. 

Where the martyr's spirit Arm in faith 
Took its flight to the martyr's God! 

That stream, with its thousand tales of eld, 
Could no elatsic spell impart! 
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'Twas fraught witb softer memories, 

To her lorhig woman's heart! . 

Tho' dear the Tiber's tawnj wave 
And fair the gorgeous towers, 

Tis not historic fantasies 

That gild her childhood's bowers ! 

Of many an olden time she dreams 
Ere she felt that Life had cares! 

And knew not yet what bitter fruit 
The tree of parting bears ! 

The thrill of old, remembered sounds 

Is lingering in her ear, 
Visions of past and bye gone hours, 

To her musing memory dear! 

Of her fovely little cotuge home. 
Beside the tranquil waves, 

Where the Tiber*s stream, the acacia tree 
In its beading beauty laves ! 
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And the fair Italian's down cast eye 

Is trembling with a tear, 
Welled from her heart's fond treasury 

By many an image dear ! 

Of the days ere grief and parting hushed 

Girlhood's unthinking glee, 
While in its spring the bod still bloomed 

(Jpon the parent tree! 

When glad young voices breathed her name, 
And she stood not thus alone. 

Binding in thought the broken chain 
Of the shattered links of home! 

When she was wont to wander 

With a maiden's fond delight. 
Weaving her wreath from the myrtle tree, 

To grace some festive night! 

When the voice of a Mother's love was her's 
In her simple cottage home, 
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One of a joyous sister baod 

And a Sire's embrace her own ! 



She thinks how beside the Tiber^s stream 

She heard a tale of iove» 
While o*er the seven bills there shone 

Fresh glory from aboYc ! 

She thinks how she. gazed on the moonlit 
scene, 

On the Coliseum nigh, 
With a mingled feeling of hope M dread, 

Waiting her first-born*s cry! 

Yes! to her, our classic memories 

Teem with domestic joys. 
And holy Is the reverie 

That fills her thoughtful eyes! 
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** temps ! suspends ton toI, et tous, heures propices, 
Saspendez TOlre eours ! 
Uissez-noDs UToazer les rapides delic«9 
Des plus besQX de no jouri ! " 

lamartine. 

Each moment halh itsjoy ! bul if ihe honeyed cup 
Is pressed too long by any a tbirsling lip, 

The dratight will pall— we may not drain it up — 
From Pleasure's goblet, mortals may but sip ! 

£ach moment hath its joy, its woe, its care ! 

Each winged messenger, its destined load ! 
And Heaven irj^^/* inspects with bounty rare 

The gifts which each must shower, in our 
road! 

JEach momenlis succeeded by a freighted 
brother ! 
In proud procession pass our hours by ! 
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We will not stay one's steps, for lo ! another 
May bear still richer offering to our eye! 

In proud procession walk our passing hours ! 
Some scatter incense o*«r the changing 

scene! 
Some childish forms are bearing wreaths of 

flowers, 
One holds the cross, with sad and solemn mien ! 

Each moment hath its joy— amid the showers 
The gorgeous rainbow with its thousand 
hues 
Smiles on the storm-gemmed dripping bowers! 
The sun of noonday drinks the morning 
dews! 

Each moment hath its. joys! each hour's a 
round, 
In Jacobus ladder leading to the skies, 
Let's mount them l>raTely ! -—furthest from the 
ground 
Is ever nearest to the heavenly prize ! 



bigitized by Google 



A FREE TRANSLATION FROM LAMARTINE. 
Tel on torrent, fils de Torage. 

Away! away foam the waters bright! 

On a wild and joyous race! 
Rushing along with impetuous power, 

With a glad bewildering grace ! 



They have passed — those bright waters are 
passed and gone 

And the oaks, where they sportive dashed, 
And vainly weed in their race to join, 

And their boughs with foam drops splashed! 
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The hoary and steady old oaks are there ! 

But the fairy stream is dry, 
And the valley laments for its musical voice , 

And its wild sweet passing cry ! 
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To Monsieur S«iBte-Beuve. — > A tribute of admiration. — For 
the akilfUtonch with which he has reversed the process of Cleo- 
patra> and instead of di9$olvitt§ ptmrU bj vinegar has, by his 
harmonloas sweetness, eoMolidaUi Uar$ t'nto jmirla / 

None but a PoeVt hand may catch 

The tears by Poets shed ! 
None but Saintb-Bedyb may dare to raise 

His Racine's weeping head ! 

The vase must be of costly gold, 
To hold such hallowed dew ! 
Proved by the fires of intellect, 
All sterliog and all true ! 

A Poet hath a chemist's gift! 

Sainte-Beuve can analyze, 
Can tell how free from earth^s alloy 

The tears in Racine's eyes! 
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How chastened ecstasy combined 
With meek devotion's swell, 

And not one tinge of bitt^ness 
With those pure waters fell! 

How all his budding leaves of thought 
He wets with these sweet showers, 

Shedding a softer, richer bloom 
Upon the opening flowers ! 

Thoughts past ^ lilie Israel of old 
By watery wjute surprised, 

And many a new born melody. 
Those sacred drops baptized I 

'*\ 
Genius consolidated tears ! 

They've turned to pearl drops rare, 

Such as the ocean-dweller weeps 

To twine in Beauty's hair ! 

Though tears, liiie fair and flragile things, 

Make but a hasty stay. 
Those Racine shed, by Sainte-Beuve's aid, 

May never pass away! 
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< Qnand, Tert PIqae ou IfoSl, I'^gliae aui nuits tombantes, 
S'emplit de pas eoafiw «t de drei flambaates,... 
Sur qaatre Jeuiies fronts groapis prte da mnr aombre, 
Vous Toyw ae paacher on r«gard voil6 d'onbr*, 
Oil ae mdle, plus dou encor que aolennel, 
Le rayon virginal an rayon maternel. ^ 

YlcroB Huoo. 



TwAS Christmas •— and ihe bells that warned 

To midnight mass had tolled ; 
And brighOy did the hollied gems, 

Each Norman arch enfold ! 
The ivy hung rejoicingly ! 

Gladness in every spray ! 
The Gharch puts forth her shoots of hope 

Amid the world's decay ! 

*T\vas Ghristmas! and the choral train 
Had raised the angels' song, 
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Sweet notes of peace — goodwill to men, 

Float o'er the listening throng ! 
Amid the joyons crowd stood om. 

Upon that festive night 
The tear that gathered in her eye 

Half hid the dazzling light! 

None shared more blithe in Christmas joy, 

More free of heart than she, 
None dearer prized the good Yule log, 

The fairy freighted tree ! 
No ear with keener ecstasy - 

Gould drink the *< Shepherds Song, " 
When thro' the stillness of the night 

Its notes were borne along! 

None held the greeting form more dear 

Or gaye with freer hand 
" A merry Christmas, " and a gift 

To all the household band ! 

Yet now the wreaths of burnished green 
That make the chancel bright, 
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They seem in mockery to smile 

Upon her weary sight ! 
Glad garlands twined by loving hands 

So fresh and fair to day. 
Yet doomed ere many weeks are sped, 

Withered to fade away! 

They seem to speak of future years, 

Of future Christmas lays ! 
She marvels then, if thought of her 

Will sadden festive days ! 
She looks upon the joyous band 

That cluster round her knee, 
The flush of hope upon each cheek, 

The bright eyes full of glee ! 

Well would she love on earth a space 

To bide, for love of these, 
Till summer ripened springtide*s hope, 

And shoots were clad with leaves! 
She fain would bear their burdens still, 

P artake their joys and fears. 
And share the glad boy's triumph days 

Of his scholastic yearsi 
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She fain would share with those fair giils 

Their hour of girlhood's glee, 
Mark their unfolding loveliness 

Twin blossoms on one tree ! 
See how like they of famed Siam < 

The kindred link grows strong, 
And tenderer, as every year 

Bears its fleet course along ! 

She fain would linger till the voice 

That lisps with childhood's grace, 
Till the soft tones of womanhood, 

Its broken notes replace i 
She fain would see the radiant bliss 

That fills the eye of blue, 
Wheu maidens learn that earth hath joys 

Deeper than chUdhood knew ! 

Sho fain would drink the broken tale, 

In which a virgin tells 
The first sweet history of her heart, 

In its most secret cells ! 
She fain would see her darling decked 

To grace some festive scene, 
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Reigning the Empress of the night, 
The free elected Queen ! 

She fain would linger, till the hlast 

Of Fame's proud trumpet swells, 
And sounding over Lifers expanse 

Her first'horn's glory tells ! 
She fain would stand like Deborah 

In spirit by his side. 
Arouse his manhood for the strife, 

And wake a hero's pride ! 

She fain would lead the sist^ band 
Forth with glad dance and song. 

To greet his Talourous return 

Like Jephtha's household throng! 

And oh ! if mid Life's m61ee, he, 
Lay wounded in the fray, 

She fain would bring a mother's love, 
To cheer misfortune's day ! 

She fain would cool the fevered brow 
With a maternal kiss, 

8 
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And whisper Id the weary ear 

" There're brigbler worlds than this! " 

She knows how wild would burst the grief 

( How checkless and how strong! ) 
From Atm, who thought bo holidays. 

Past by her side, were long! 
What agony toaoul would know, 

Hearing the Ule of gloom, 
How the fond heart that thrilled for him 

Lay throbless in the tomb! 

She trembles, \^i her care removed 

Missing her tender wing. 
Her callow nestling feel the blast 

External tempesu bring! 
She fears lest none should teach to soar 

On high, her eaglet brood! 
None guard her gentle love-birds safe 

From every contact rude ! 

Yet as she lifts her mournful eye. 
The holly tokens bright, 
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They seem to stand hope's messengers, 

Before her weary sight ! 
They seem to tell of manger bed, 

Where sleeping Babe was laid. 
The while dtmbt's homed cattle stood 

Ail daunted and destinayed ! 

They seem to whisper : '' Smile with us, 

Another Christmas day 
Shall find an added berry bright 

Upon thy holly spray ! 
Until the tender seeds are ripe 

The coronal shall stay ! 
Not till the fruit is fuHy formed 

The flower shall fade away ! " 
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" n est d'ilruiges htrnioiiies. 
Tout a son poste iMaig&i : 
An prliitemps <«• chanti et des Mies, 
]>es lApbyrs i la Jeme lleur, 
▲a soabftt Ocian les tempMes, 
An cam de lliomme la doulear I '' 

BIOLE DESCHAMPS. 

There's a music in the Ocean's wrath 

And in the ^ormy blast! 
There doth inspired Nature 

Strike her harp strings wild and fast I 

There's a lofUer note of music 

In the thunder's deafening roar, 

And a higher chord of harmony 

In the waves that lash the shore ! 

In the waves, that leap as lions 
Towards their hungered prey! 
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Sprinkling tbe cliffs with foam drops 
In their wild and savage play! 



Tis all one strain of music 

From Nature's master-hand, 
One burst from each shrill clarion 

She numbers in her band ! 

Her clashing band! and the triumph notes 

They pour in a stormy hour. 
When they sweep o'er the soul with sq keeoi 
a spell 

And such un-resisting power, 

Have another tone, to the pipe and reed, 
And the soft and soothmg lay. 

When Nature sings of woodlands fair 
In springtide's green array ! 

Full many a heart that would sleep for a^e, 
While the waters softly flow, 

Lulled by the waves as they waft it on 
With a mouvement calm and slow, 
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Will wake at one* wKh the first Ml note 
Of the tempest's aogry roar, 

Will wake, and eager drink each tone 
That the stormy minstrels pour! 

Will wake and learn the master - spell 
That echoes thro' their strain, 

For the spirit of the st(Nrm inspires 
Where peaee may sne in vain ! 

Then poets, stay, let mighty gnef 

Wake music in your soul, 
I^or shrink when sorrow's symphonies 

Athwart your spirits roll! 

Let grander music fiH your harp, — 
Leap ! like the furious waves, 

And higher cast your pearly spray, 
Fresh from your treasure caves ! 
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April i88t. 
TRANSLAnON FROM H. LE FLAGU4I8. 

Oh ! I had two little sisters, 

Two sisters bright and fair; 
And my heart it still remembers 

How gay oar pastimes were! 
But a shadow and a paleness 

Catne o'er my sisters* brow ; — 

They have fleeted from my bowers, 

They have left me lonely now ! 

We had shared each joy together ! 

United still in glee — 
Why did^the King of Terrors 

l^ure my sisters fair from me ? 
How could they bear to leave me 

In my dreariness alone * 
But — hush this wild complaining ! — 
To a brighter land they're flown! 
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Two joyous little angels ; 

They sport in Eden's bowers t 
Inhaling the sweet fragrance 

Of Eden's blushing flowers ! 
^ Oh ! would that Heaven had granted 

The same light wings to me. 
Then had my spirit mounted 
And shared their ecstasy, 
Shared in the joyous gambols 

That our ancient nurse bath told. 
Await our Lord's dear children 

Within those gates of gold! 
She too hath gone for ever! 

And for her, had tears been shed^ 
Had there been any left me 

Since I w^ept my mother dead ! 

Mine was the best of mothers, 
Glad as in girlhood's prime! 

Wiih a softened vein of fondness 
And of tenderness sublime. 

'Tvvas she who shared each pleasure. 
Smiled o'er each gleeful sport I 
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And the first poetic lessons 

To my soaring spirit taught ! 
'Twas she who craved for glory 

To shine upon my brow — 
Where are those aspirations 

Of maternal fondness now! 
Ah ! when I sought her bosom 

In that last and dreadful hour, 
When prostrate lay my mother 

'Neath the gloomy angel's power, 
She heard, without emotionj 

My wild lamenting cry. 
And left undried the tear drop 

As it started from my eye 1 
And a stranger hands repulsed me. 

And led me from the room, 
While stranger lips told coldly 

The Orphan's bitter doom ! 
Oh ! how I clung with wildness 

To thy last, thy coffined bed — 
Praying my form might enter 

Beside the early dead \ 
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And when tbey sirove to part me, 

Still closer grew my hold — 
And I laid my wet cheek sadly 

On my mother's carls of gold,— 
But they scorned my wild petition, 

Frowned on my frantic cry, 
Shrouding my youthful mother, 

In her beauty from my eye! — 

Peaceful like lamb, ere slau^ter, 

Exhausted by my grief! 
In silent gush of weeping 

Alone I found relief ! 
In vain they strove to lure me 

To seek some brighter home ! 
/ sighed but for the regions 

Where my loved and lost were flown ! 
For on my youthful features, 

Where but nine short years are traced, 
All stamps of childish gladness 

Have my bitter tears effaced ! 
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" Ah I T0U8 attSSi TOUS i\M 

Yes ! a woman indeed is thy faithftil Muse, 
For she clings with a womau^s truth. 

And she bends on thy brow, as fond a gaze 
As she gave in thy hoar of youth! 

'Tls not for the Muse's favorite son 

To slander her constancy. 
With whom faithful in sorrow and faithful in 
joy. 

She hath shared in each phantasy! 

She hath told the griefs of her *' Marcel's'' 
youth 
In the softest, the saddest strain, 
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And breathed the woes of the '^ Blind Girl's " 
fate, 
For whom stars stud the sky in vain! 

Yes ! a woman's love hath thy constant Mose, 
She wakes at the faintest cry ! 

As a mother bends o*er the cradled bed, 
Where her fairest treasures lies ! 
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" L'ime qui gude dans sa m^moire 
Co que Uml d'antrea oubUrost, 

Cetto Iflie aonabre et d^lee, 
De oe Bonde n'altend plua rien ; 
11 p6se i la panrre exilie. 
Son langage n'est plni le aien. " 



HEPLY. 

'Tis true the halo round ibe brow 

By magic Poesy flung, 
Makes earlh more dark to sons of light ■ 

Whose souls her touch hath strung ! 

They do not speak in this world*s tone 

Who bear a poet's heart! 
They are not masters of her lore, 

Proficients in her art! 
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They dearer prize each lotely thing, 
Weep when ii Ikdes away, 

Mourn when poetic dreams must share 
The blight of earth's decay ! 

Their ^iverkig chords are soonest woke 
To sound in notes of woe, 

And long the soft vibrations breathe 
A minor cadence low ! 

Pale sorrow's fingers love to touch 
Chords whence such music breaks. 

And saddened memory lingers yet, 
Where such sweet echo wakes! 

JAey cannot stain with borrowed hues 
rheelu that stem grief hath paled, 

Nor raise the voice in careless tones 
Oy sad affliction, quailed ! 

They cannot cast oblivion*s dust 
So lighlly o'er their dead, 
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So quickly hide with blooming flowers, 
Each loved one's narrow bed ! 

They feel more keenly joy or woe, 

Because to them belongs 
To breathe earth's cares and happiness 

In their poetic songs ! 

The minstrels of this lower world, 

True to their mission high, 
'Tis theirs to souml a Requiem note, 

Breathe a triumphal cry ! 

'Tis theirs to bid the advancing host, 
Move onward towards the foe ! 

By every spell of memory * 

To nerve the warrior's blow ! 

Physicians to the laden breast, 
They've felt tht^ pulse of woe, 

* A Highland regiment will return with fre.sh ardoar to thc|. 
combat, on catching the inspiring touei of " Scots wa hac. " 
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They've known each fevered throb of bliss, 
And griefs pulsations slow ! 

The harbingers of coming spring 
They cheer the night of care, 

Pour on the restless wachter's ear 
A burst of music rare! 

Then weep not that thy PoBi-teart 
Are oftener shed than ours ! 

Mourn not that heavenly dew prefers 
To wet the loveliest flowers! 
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' lis 9'*teigiialcnt pour moi lea feux trompeurs du monde- 

L'AbW LtoR D'AUREVILLT. 



He gazed upon iir HeavcDs, 
The bright and starry skies. 

And with silent meditation 

Shone the dark uplifted eyes ! 

He stood in rapt emotion, 
And mused upon the sky, 

While its high poetic tablet, 
Unfolded to his eye ! 

He looked upon its glory. 

And he called the stars by name: 
As in familiar story, 

We count each chief of fame! 
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But — he linked their pure high beauty. 
With the deeds of sinful earth, 

With the Stoic's stern hard duty. 
With the warrior's idle mirth ! 

He gazed upon the forests, 

With their thousand blossoms wild ; 
And his spirit drank the music 

Of Evening's warbiing child. 

And on the granite mountains 
Did he bend a wondering eye; 

And glanced towards the fountains, 
As they fell in beauty nigh. 

But a shade he could not banish, 

Rested on Nature's brow, 
And a cloud thai would not vanish 

Hath hid the bright siars' flow ! 

Then he turned the page of Knowledge 
With eager trembling hand. 

And be trimmed the fleeting radiance 
Of science's flickeringbrand I 
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But » he saw, like Ocean's wanderings 
Man's spirit was restrained, 

His intellect in bondage, 

Like the wanton ivy trained ! 

Then he turned to myrtle bowers, 
To the soft and soothing song, 

And he sought to cheat the hoars. 
Amid the fiiiry throng! 

He sought in Lovers bright morning, 

To pass the livelong day, 
But — he caught the whispered warning, 

" W9 too -» must fade away ! " 

He saw the lot of suffering. 

Of sorrow and of pain, 
He saw Death's tainting pencil 

The marble features stain! 

He saw the Bridegroom sundered 

From his young and clinging Bride, 

The babe's short hours numbered. 
Low laid the Mother's pride ! 
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Be saw each tnce of (kirness, 

Eadi &peH of beau^ die, 
He saw old age's shadow 

Dimmiig the simrkliog eye ! 

And he mourned for hnman NaUire» 
With its brief ephemeral span, 

And he wept the brief existance 
Of that feeble insect ^ man/ 

And the shades of woe were steeping 
Fair Nature blooming day ; 

The inward voice repeating 

That '* aU must pass awaif ! '' 

When a sunbeam pierced the darkness. 
And beamed athwart the sky : 

The bright and cheering promise 
Of -^ ImmortaUty ! 

And thai beam upon Creation 
Casta glad exulting glow. 

Like the sunbeam's crimson radiance 
On a peak of mountain snow ! 
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More purely gushed the fountains 

hi that celestial light ! 
More softly shone the mountains 

With their purple heather bright ! 

It bid the drooping flowers 

Lift up their heads again ! 
It whispered of the bowers 

Where joy shall banish pain t 

It promised — evening's sunbeam, 
As ii vanished o'er the plain, 

Should with the morrows dawning 
In bliss return again ! 

And on the page of Knowledge 
It beamed with steady light. 

As a fair bright ray of promise 
Of a future's pure delight ! 

Where man's undying spirit 

Should cast the mists of earth, 

And from unfailing fountains 

A hallowed draught should quaff! 
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In that land where all is briglitness! 

And the brows shall wear a wreath, 
Wo?e, like the rainbow's UghtneUf 

From the glittering teart of earth! 

And his eye hath caught a hope beam. 

And his brow a purer ray, 
As he muses on the bright gleam, 

Which may not " pais away! " 

Re will drain earth's cup of sorrow, 

For it cannot cast a sha^ 
0*er the Immortal spirit's morrow, 

In hope's bright beams arrayed ! 

A hnnble following tnt of a glorious thought of the Christian 
bard of Hornaqdy by an English admirer. 
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QUI A FAIT DE SI BELLES STROPHES SOR CB TERS 
DB LA «ROSA MTSTICAID 

« lis s'iteigntieDt ponr moi lea fevz trompeun da monde. » 

OUI, dans eet ezQ sombre, il eft dee feux perfides. 

Qui sMuiMnt lea yens oomme an priame faul ; 

Dea fens beaux, maia trompenra, dont Time (ait aea goidea, 

Joyem de rengloatir dans lea gouflRrea du mal ! 

J'ai eovno de oea feux la malice profoDde, 

Bt, Ubre 4 tout jamaia de leor diarme crael, 

Je lea ai tu mourir lea feax trompeura damonde, 

Et je marche an plein jour dea reritte da del t 

One Yierge, une Reine aa port grare et soblime. 

Belle d'ane beauti qui n*a rien d'icl-baa, 

Deacendlt par pitii dana I'ombre de I'abtme 

Ob Je me lamentala... « Viena, non lla^ no cralna paa 1 

» Pourra qa'4 nes dMra ton disir corresponde, 

» Ta roTorras par moi le aoleil 6temel ; 

» lis a'Meindront poor toi lea feux trompeara du monde, 

» Et to verraa la Joar dea v^ritia du ciel. 
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• M»i8 il faut qtt*i mes pieds I cufaat du siecle tombe, 
> Qa'il ne ▼oa«, trant tout, la foi d'uii chute ^oux, 

• Je le Teui toot entier : J'ti det yeux de eolombe, 

• Bt mon ooevr est trop par pow o'toe pa« jaloiu. 

• ConMM-ta qa'A cc prizla grl«e mirabonde 

» Dane an ooMir que Je qaAl«t encor Uea que efaaraeir 
» D'an souffle J'6teindrai les feuz tiompean du monde 

• Poor to donaer le jour des T^ritis do ciel : 

» Gonsens-tu, poor garder ton Ime libra et pare, 

s A ne salvre au dUert sans peine et sans efliroi ; 

» A fenner tes regards k toate criatare, 

» Poar ne vivre qa*en Dieu, seal A seal STec mot f 

» GroisHa pouyoir choisir, sans qae ton oaar en gronde, 

» A Tec moi le Calraire, ou du moins le Camel f 

» Alors Us s'iteindront les feuz trompeurs da monde, 

» Pour faire plaoe auz feuz les plus brillants du del ! » 

A ces mots, plein d'ardenr, J'engageai ma parole, 
J'enchainai pour Jamais matrlste liberty, 
Et la Vierge, fndinant sa divine aureole, 
M'environna soodain de flamme et de elarti ! 
Je sentis dans mon sein une chalenr liteoBde ; 
Mais ce paisible fen n'sTait rien de morlel I 
Soadain je vis mourix les- fi»az trompeurs du monde 
Derantle plein midi des Tirit^s du ciel !... 

Yoas savcz le douz nom de ma LtUratriMt 
Heurease d'entreroir son 6ciat soavcrai nl 
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X«u Tou* ne mtm pts, Xa4ame, 4iiiel dtiice 
On goAte 4 Mt g«Bon, k I'ombre de u main. 
Tons la Mvei sareine, iblooiasanto et Monde, 
Comma on baaa champ Mnl plain de rodeur da mial, 
Biadpant d'un regard lea feu trompeara da monde ; 
Hata dana aea yeaz diTina aTei-Toaa tu le del f 

Ah ! e'eat lA le miroir de lumiire et de Tie, 
Chire aeBUT de mon ime, ot J*ai aoif de Tooa Telr 
Dea regarda de ma Foi, voaa regardani, ravie, 
Bt Toua f r^fl^chir digne d'on tel miroir I 
Vierge ! qn'i oe dteir totre bonti riponde. 
Dana ee cosor ai bien fait poor Atre Totre antel, 
Acherei de bannir ee qui raata da monde : 
11 mfflt d'an regard pour quil aoit tout un eM ! .. 

Agries eependant, 6 belle Imt, 6 poSle I 
Cea atrophea 4|ae dicU la aimple ritM. 
PrAtre, dana tone mea cbanta ia aj^endeur ae reflate ; 
J'ai rompa poor toi^oara avee la T^pitA. 
Allei, je Toua oonfle an mouvement de Tonde, 
Paavrea Tora, tendre ieho d'un saint fratemel ! 
Allax dana an paya pour moi denx foia It moMk, 
El portei k ma aonir on Mair de mon eiell 

L'Abb«I^ON B'AUBEVILLT. Miaaionnaire. 
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' AUaz, je voos eonlle an BomreBent de r«Dde, 
PauTrei Tets I... " 

VAbhi D'AVIEVILLT. 



Ag in some blessed Isle afar, 
A bark by tempest driven, 

A weary crew , a sbattered sail 
Saved by the might of Heaven ! 

And anchored now in harboarage 
Within some tranquil bay, 

Where breezes float o'er spicy palms, 
Rich blossoms fHnge the way ! 

Where birds of every rarest hue 
Pour forth their cadence wild, 

And seem to chaimt a lullaby 
To ocean's weary child! 
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Where every sense is filled with bless 
And thoughts of bye gone storms, 

Bot paint the preietit to our eye 
In more allaring forms ! 

E*en as those weary mariners, 
Will send a thought across 

To those who o*er the ocean wave 
Are weeping for their loss ! 

A greeting from those souls in bliss, 
Whose weary sail is furled, 

Whose oar no longer drips with spray, 
By furious tempest hurled ! 

A greeting to the voyagers. 

The driven by storm and blast, 

Who labour yet on ocean's breast 
To reach the port at last ! 

A greeting, breathing of the calm 
In which their home is made, 
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Scented witk all tlM nre perfume, 
Tbat haunts their woodland giade ! 

Full, with the sense of loveliness, 
That lays around them there. 

Rich with the heavenly harmony, 
That lingers in their air! 

Such greeting, trusted to the wave , 
Muit find a shore at last. 

Safe floats the note of sympathy 
On ocean's bosom east! 

Bearing to other weary minds 

That image of repose, 
That resting from the stormy strife, 

The weary seaman knows! 

Spreading the fragrant images 
Of blessed sea girt Isles, 

Of breezes soft and blossoms rare, 
And Nature's tranquil smiles; 
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Speeding like friendly albatross 

To show a shore is nigh, 
And lighting with her wings of snow 

The tempest darkened sky ! 

Nerving afresh each weary arm 

To battle with the blast, 
And lighty count each panting breath 

That gains snch port at last? 

Such greetings, have the wild waves borne 
From one, who tempest driven, 

Hath fonnd an Island of repose 
By Heaven's mercy given, 

And sit's like Nereid on his rock, 
Safe from the traclierous tide, 

To charm the wanderers with his song 
And lure them to his side ! 
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I1IPR0VI5AT101I AKD ANSWER ON M. d\DREVILLT'» 
" BAGUE D'ANNIBAL. '* 



"Oar marriage ring Uke the Ring of HannflMl eats more and 
mere tato the fledi erery y«ar. " 

3. B. D'AincviLLT. 



'TIS not the ring of Hipnibal, 
That sparkles on my hand ! 

Fair History gives a sweeter type 
Forwedlock^s hallowed band! 

Haught Charlemagne ! a magic ring 
Once gemmed his kingly hand. 

Bearing a spell that none might cross 
And few might understand ! 

If given by him to dame or knight, 
It formed a steadfast link; 
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If cast within an azure lake, 
It drew him to the brink! 

His hearty his soul were all bestowed, 
Where that fair ring was given, 

And Earth io that blest intercourse 
Glowed with the light of Heaven ! 

And Death itself might vainly try, 

To break the magic spell, 
That bound him while that ring remained 

Its blissful tale to tell! 

Its tale of many a joyons hour. 

They twain have passed together, 

Its memories how love could smile 
Away the stormiest weather ! 

'Tis Charlemagne's my magic ring ! 

It makes its wearer dear, 
And makes the giver tenderer 

With every passing year! 

SepU 10th 18K7. 
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A FREE TRAlfSLATION FROM MAURICE &E GU^RIN 
DO CATLA. 

" Lcs siteles ODt atmat dun U roche nciUie 
Det crem ot vont dormir dt§ foottes d'eaa de plaie. ' 

A TIME-WORN rocky with ivy wreathed! 

There passingbirds repair, 
There bye gone years with steady touch 

Have carved a basin lair! 

A basin, where the sky*s soft tears 

Are shed each dewy eve ! 
Her soft regrets for erring man, 

The time-worn rocks receive ! 

Here, pore birds of the wandering wing, 
May quench their summer thirst; 
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Here Maurice sheds his plaiDtWe tears^ 
Where Nature shed ber's firsi ! 



fiut Nature's tears are soft and firesh, 

No bitterness is there ; 
'Tis haUoioed grief, that man should mar 

What Heaven has made so fair ! 

There's nought to make the wandering birds 

Abstain firom plunging in. 
The thirsty beak, the parching throat, 

The travel soiled wing ! 

But now, too bitter falls the shower, 

The tears of mortal care \ 
The free wild i»irds avoid the spot^ 

No wandering wing rests there ! 

The Sun alone, the glorious 9un ! 

High iu the dark blue skies, 
May drink the sacred drops that fall 

From Gu6rin's poet-eyes ! 
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" Uvely Md pleaMnt in their lives and in death they were 
not divided. " 

' ' Rapide voyagenr mb* traces snr la terre, 
8'il n'eftt, sans y songer, laiss4 dansU povssi^fr 
Desjoyaiu pricieoz. " 

EUGESIS DE GUERIN. 

He trod with rapid step the earth. 

Eager to reach the skies, 
But scattering with a liberal hand 

Full many a noble prize! 

He came but on a brief '' parole, " 

A hostage of a day, 
To show that Genius lingered still 

Among the sons of clay ! 

Full many a pearl of poesy, 
He cast upon the strand, 
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Where iHU unttniog tbey linger yet, 
And wait a gatherer^ hand! 

Full many a high and noble thought. 

His poet spirit ga\e : 
The brighter beamed the inward light, 

The nearer to the grave ! 

Full many an hour of oommttniDg 

Of poet's musings wild, 
He passed with FaAiigois * by his side, 

Chinaye's poetic child ! 

Full many a time, like Jonathan, 

Thii poet-prince inclined 
His ear where " Davids t" lofty harp 

New melodies would find ! 

* M. Franfoii Dn Brefl 4e Kanan. 

i M. Jules Barbey d'AurffSy. 

AoMi que de sa nort la dooleur ftit extreme I 
De plua forts qv'iine scrar oe s'en eonsolsat pas, 
Et Je iiis tu grand coor qui Is pleurs de Bine 
Qua David pleureit loMlbas. 
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Bat swiftly as he trod Ills course 
Across the mar? eliing earth. 

There followed still with tenderness, 
Ofi« footstep from his birth! 

Whether he took his dauntless way, 
Where mystic mountains rose — 

Swam some poetic Hellespont— 
Or took a brief repose, 



Where forests of entangled thought 
Were met above his head, 

Lit by the bright and dancing lights, 
The rays of Genius shed ! 

Still an^ untired in his course, 
One faithful follower trod. 

Messing each mark his fboUteps set, 
Deep in the verdant sod ! 

There was one eye that fondly watched 
How bright his dawning shone ! 
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Whose tears, tiie radiance sparkled in, 
His seUing beams had thrown ! 

There was one soul, that loved to share 

All his yac^ie pensive dreams, 
What time the spring tide's spicy breeze 
Awoke poetic themes! 

That loved to listen to the gale 

That stirred the leafy trees! 
Nor marvelled that her Poet's ears 

Should drink snch sounds as these ! 

That loved to follow, while he led 

Her steps to banquet where 
Sainte-Beuve's AiU stream of poetry, 

Flowed with its music rare ! 

ThatlovedJ(so bright her sun of iove\ 

Like shadow by his side, 
Along life's darkest, lightest path, 

With gentle steps to glide !» 
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Yes ! Uiere ^m am who Hatched his flight, 

As higher yal he sotred, 
Who wept, as IIeayeii*s gate receiired 

The lay her sky lark poured ! • 

Who had on earth hat ofie desire — * 
That Dan%d*i mmitfi^ hand 

ShouM string the pearlSy that Jonathan 
Bom hft upon the $trand ! — 

For well she knew, so rich the soil 
Of d'AuuyiLLT's tme heart, 

Goiam's transplanted shoots Would bloom, 
And play a deathless parti 
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" Tu Tois ]u*n, Ttitudo, que ton talent n*est pas ane illusion, 
paitqn'aprte je ne Mis eombiea de tenps d'ioacUon poitiqae, 
rode ^prenTe k laquelle ne rteisterait pas nn demi talent, il se 
riTciile pins Tlgourenx que jamais... On pent faire du bien. ud 
grand bien avec la poM«,snrtout en ce slide oil nous conptons 
si pen de pontes part et religleu ; et n*est-fl pas visible que 
Dieu t'a donni quelqoe mission pour oela, pnisque tu n'as pas 
itiefaercber la poteie, toi, mais que lapoisie est Tenee te 
tronrer ? " 

HAinuGE SB Gtniuif . 

" ...Cette poteie, retrovrie dans les papiers d*Eng£pte de 
Gnirin, ~ flenr Tenue sur one tombe. " — 
" Les Ters lui renaienteommeles abeillesTiennentila fleur ! " 

J. B*D'AUIIEVILLI. 

No inar?el if the Bees of thought 
Crowd round such lovely flower, 

Striving who first may enter in, 
To banquet in her bower J 

Full well they know, the glancing Bt'es ! 
What a rich store is ihere, 
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Wbat honey of poetic thoaght, 
Their laden wings shall bear! 

How gloriously their cells shall rise, 

Built with a wax so rare, 
Culled from *' the flower on the tomb, '' 

So fragrant and so fair ! 

Too pure such wax for daily use ! 

Beside some hallowed shrine. 
The Bees* sweet store should lend its aid» 

To shed the light divine! 

^Now tho' the flower withered lies. 

The wealth is left behind^ 
Pours on a marble monumeut, 
A flood of light refined, 

Showing a Poet's honoured name 
Carved deep upon the stone. 

And luring pilgrim feet to tread 
Where Maurice rests alone ! 
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t\^t potVi €I)U^. 



' Oh ! que j*ai«e k te Toir rapoier noire Tie 
Snr cette Ute d'or qne le del noos eonfle. " 
F/ DU BUIL HE Mabzan. 



A GLORIOUS lot is thine, fair child ! 

'Neath old Dugaesclin*s tower, 
Sporting with gladsome i^layfolness, 

A Poet's treasured flower! 

'Tis a glorious boon, a Poet's love ! 

'Tis a high, a holy dower ! 
For the boundless wealth of a Poet's heart 

Has a beautifying power! 

Flinging wherever its bright rays rest 
Its own resplendant beams ! 

Each common leaf of dewy grass, 
With heavenly radiance gleams 1 
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None but a Poet bath such deep 

Reflnement in bis love, 

: His bousebold ties seem fairy gifts ! 

Plumes dropped from Eden's dove, 

Wbat time she winged her rapid fiight, 
Far from this world of oar's, 

Scared by the virant of tenderness, 
Within domestic bowers! 

Pd rather be al*oet*s child, 
TvoinsistBr to his song ! 

Than bear the noblest rank and name. 
Amid the trivial throng ! 

rd rather count, my kindred ties, 
To lays, from bis sweet lyre ! 

Feel / — and deathless melodies. 
Might own a common Sire I 

Within his home he turns to find 
Fresh subjects for his pen. 
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And genius throws affeciion's light 
Upon his canvass (hen! 

And such a diadem (here rests* 

Fair child, upon thy brow! 
The aureole of a Poet's love. 

Shines foil n|>on thee now ! 

Where'er De Marzan's voice is heard 

Such sympathies awake! 
April with its young buds must seem 

The foirer for thy sake! 

Far, far and wide thro' pleasant Franco 
Is borne that glad child's name, 

And English Mothers' hearts fill fulls 
At Magdeleina's name! 

Imagination loves to gaze 

On the poetic scene, 
The fair young mother and her child— 

The Poet-Sire's mien! 
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Bright, in their ancient Britany, 
Beside their time-worn towers. 

They rest, while «oftely Harzan's lute 
Beguiles the evening hours ! 

While, iilLe some tender parent bird 
Beside his new built nest, 

He sings to cheer his gentle mate 
And lull his young to rest! 

How calmly sinks the fiiir child's head 
Lulled by such strains of soug, 

Notes whose bewitching harmony 
To Orpheous' reed belong ! 

Life has been foil of happiness 
To l^ttfotf' heart I ween, 

With Mauricb for his early friend. 
And Angel Hagdeleine! 
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to narmanlns. 

Bbirg forlh the harp of Normandy! 

And touch once more its strings. 
Nor pause till AUhou's echoes catch 

The triumph notes it flingst 

Full many a hundred year hath past 
In peace and war away. 

Since last the Conqueror's parting sail 
Had whitened Honfleur's bay ! 

Full with the sense of Victory, 
With future triumph strong, 

He left his native Normandy, 
Amid a warlike throng ! 

He left— decision on his brow, 
His pulses throbbiDg high, 
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His noftrUs sceoUng firom afor 
The hoar of battle nigh! 

He left — amid a glorious crowd 
The noble md the clown, 

Bearing heraldic jewels rare 
To slnd his English erown ! 

He left — and Malherbe's ancestors 
Stood by bis princely side 1 

And Guy de Graon proudly stemmed 
Like him the foaming tide I 

Full many a year hath past and gone 
Since English Monarch trod, 

Pressing with a rapadons foot 
The fair free Norman sod ! 

Again, the deep blue sea is Ul 
By fleets of snow white sail» 

Proudly the royal standard floats 
Upon the favouring gale ! 
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But OD tbe deek no Conqueror, 

Stands with a flashing eye, 
'With haughty brow and stalwart form 

** To concitter — or to die ! '* 

No angry clash of steel is there. 

No brief and stern behest, 
But softly childhood's voices ring 

With glad and mirthful jest ! 

No leader of an armed band 

SHE stands upon the prow ! 
She, o*er whose realms the glorious sun 

May never cease to glow! 

She stands a mother and a wife, 

A nation's joy and pride ! 
She, whose fair hand may sportive stroke 

The British Lion's side ! 

She, who like Una dares to stray 
Beside the Forest-King, 
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Taming his fiercest moods by spells, 
True parity can bring! 

She whose sweet sympathizing tears, 

like holy waters shed 
Balm on her wounded soldiers griefs, 

And sanctified the dead ! 

• 

She comes to plant her genUe foot 

On her ancestral soil. 
To eonqugr, by a woman's might, 

And bear away the spoil I 

To conquer with her wining smile 
Each heart of Norman mould * 

Her spoil — the tones that Normandy 
Wakes from her harp of gold! 

She comes! with olive branches fair. 

On pious pilgrimage. 
And a descendant's pride illumes 

The dim historic page! 
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She comes! aitd sure her woman's hand. 

Like Royal Hand's device, 
Hath wrought her reign with many a talc 

Of victorit's of price ! 

And in the softened lineaments 

Of England's gentle Queen, 
We yet many trace the lofty grace 

Of William's regal mien ! 

Then strike the harp! the Conqueror's Child 

Say shall she sue in vain? 
Sainted HatUda's royal heir 

May ihin eonmand a strain ^ 

Yea, strike the harp! let sake shot 
Boom from each cannon's throat ^ 

Let Genius ply her lighted torch, 
Poetic banners float! 

What tho' sweet Segrais' voice be mute, 
Malherbe's proud course be run, 
11 
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16S TiE QOBEN OF BRGLAND's VISIT, BTG. 

We moarn not— for Le Plaguais sUods 
As their acknowledged son * ! 

Let minstrels of old^Nonnandy 
( A glorious choir are they ! ) 

Ftr«( strike the triumph chorus note, 
And British lutes obey! 

** God save the Queen ! '* our loyal strain^ 

By Norman brelhem song, 
Hath caught a yet more thrilling tone, 

A loftier spell hath flung! 



*TlM writer wo«ld fain bare hen introduced the name of 
another ef her poei-Menda of Rommdy, and paid a gratefiil 
tilbate to "riitiale-Bditcnr " M. 6. S. Trebntien — bat ge- 
nioa and modeetj are biaeparable, and ahe bowa to bia dedaion. 
Perdianoe aUanee ia bat a fitting boaage to him who Uvea in the 
paat ; who moTea anidft Che preaent generation, u onwiv tham, 
bat not of fhea. 
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Savmtll t0 Stance. 



* Adieu, plaisant pays de France I *" 



Farewell to France! I leave her fields, 
Yet rich wilh nnplucked flowers ; 

H; ear would fain sUU drink the song, 
That fills her tuneful bowers ! 

Farewell to France! with man; a pearl, 

I've filled my eager hand, 
Cast by th6 sea of poesy 

Upon her teeming strand! 

FareweU to France! where lingers yet 
The ancient Trouvere's lay. 

Where Cbaon pours, to greet the spring, 
His wild sweet roundelay ! 
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FanwOl to Frane9! Id ATTtnches shrined 

Still sings the bird of Relz, 
Breathfaig in hslf forgotten words 

Its Ule of soft regrets! 

Farewell to France! Where Ghabtibr's song, 

Tho* distant, faUs so clear ! 
Where Oelbaivs* hails, with princely grace. 

The glad reviving year! 

FarwoeU to France ! No other land 
Hay match the plaintive notes. 

Where Christine's * widowed mournfulness 
Upon the wild breeze floau! 

Farewell to France ! — to Normandy 

So rich in noble songs; 
Where Malherbe's voiee begins the strain 

Le Flaooais^s lute prolongs ! 

a ** Le temps a laiM6 son manteav. " 

CBMOsKS D'Olt^AM. 

b " deuleUe sois. " A baUad bj ChrisUaa de Ptoan. 
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Farewell to Fraaoe! —to N&mumdy ! 

From her lime buriod miBes, 
What stores of wealth Trebotien brings 

To offer at her shrines/ 

Farewell to France! -^io Normandy! 

From d'Acrktilly's keen eye, 
Directed by his poet-heart. 

No shafts at random fly ! 

Farewell to France 1— to Normandy! 

Where in the hallowed dome, 
The " Mystic Rose, a " wil^ sweet perfume, 

Hath found itself a home ! 

Farewell to France! — to Normandy! 

Where 'neaih the wintry gale, 
Malfillatre's bark, by tempest tossed, 

Found no sustaining sail ! 

Farewell lo France ! — to Rouen's boast, 
From whose keen brain there sprung', 

a " Rota Myttica " BylAbbe L^on d'AurcTJIiy. 
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All mdjf «rmed the malchless '' Cid, '' 
Who tears ifein Cood6 wrang* I 

Farewell to Prance — where poets twain ^ 

Calm in the hour of death. 
Passed in poetic commnnings 

Their fleeting earthly breath ! 

Farewell to Fraoce ! Her Ch^nieh's Muse, 

Rich with the fragrant air. 
That perfumes round the Greecian Isles, 

Halh sung in music rare! 

Farewell to France ! where Millevote's leaves. 
Yet strew the sorrowing ground. 

The while his dying poet's harp 
Hath many an echo found ! 

Farewell to France! — In choras strong 
Lamaktine's voice is heardf 

a II is Slid Conde wtpt at the represenUtion of ttie " Od. " 
•* On th« road to the scaffold Ch^nier and Roacber 4|aoted 
Bacioe aad solaced themselves with poetry. 
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Joined with Sainte-Bevve^s high soaring notes. 
And Valmore, piainliTe bird ! 

Farewell to France, where Tastu's Iiand 
Plucks from soft woodland delt» 

Some old forgotten Fairy lore 
To work her mystic spell ! 

Farewell to France, where Bayeux*s Mtue, 

Bared Phenix-like her breast, 
And told in saddest, sweetest tone 

How Death had robbed her nest ! 

Farewell to France! No! not ** Farewell! '' 

For from her fragrant bowers 
I bear a wreath that fadelh not 

Of her immortal flowers t 

Jeumont. October 9lh» 16S7. 
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TO M'. G. 8. TSKBUTIElf, ON THE COHPLETIOR OF 
'* ECHOES FIOM THE H4BP OF FftANGE. '* 

TwAS midnight! 'ncath ihe starry sky 

The muster hour was come! 
I heard the sound of trampiug feet! 

The roUing of the drum ! 

Twas midnight! and a host arose, 

Brc ailing from slumber free. 
To marshal at their Leader's word ; 

Tbeir standard-bearer he! 

He stood with all a hero's flre» 

And all a general's pride; 
Counting the scars of each worn chet'k 

That rallied round his sido! 
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He Stood ! his inteilectnal sword 
Flashed like archangers blade! 

He proudly called the battle-roll 
Of Poetry's parade! 

They come ! they rise at his behest! 

They pass before ray sight! 
A glorious name upon each crest« 

Their aroKmr flashing bright ! 

Chartibh, de FBani^RB, Sahasih, 

De Craon leads the way, 
Malherbe, the capUiu of the band ; 

The dim advance guard they ! 

Racine aud Corneille! hand In hand, 
What lofty quartering theirs ! 

Genius upon her azure shield 
Heraldic trophies bears ! 

Ch^nibr, his pallid cheeks yet stained, 
As in his martyred hour; 
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His kindling eye» which conscious beams 
With itttellectaal power. 

HALFiLLATas and Gilbeet, side hy side, 

With hmng^r-glazed eye; 
With Famine dinted cheelt— deaf Fame 

Passing regardless by ! 

Gotara! how bright his eagle glance! 
How fresh his youthful grace ! 
. Unblighted by the weight of years 
His brief poetic racel 

They come! each brow with laurel bound, 

They gather on the plain ! 
TaiBUTiBN calls the muster-roll, 

Marshalls the deathless train ! 
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